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Of the following " Di-amatie Scenes," some were 10161611 
iihirfy, and the others forty years ago : the first six scenes 
(published in 1819 and 1820) being now materially con- 
densed and altered. 



The Miscellaneous Poems, constituting "Part the Third" 
in the present volume, have never been before printed. 
With the exception of three small pieces of verse, they 
bear date many years back. They have, however, been 
corrected, in some instances completed, more recently. 

In all probability, this book is the last with which I 
shall try the patience of the Pubhc. 

At one time, I — ^in common with other lovere of the 
charming Art of Poesy — ^prepared myself to enter those 
lists, where the Muses are said to award a wreath to 
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each of the bolder combatants ; but a long life of laboiu' 
(my destiny) ensued, presenting few intervals of leisure, 
and forcing my thoughts into another course. 

If years have not " brought the philosophic mind," 
thoy have at least quelled those aspirations ■which are 
troublesome only to the young ; and I now feel that I 
ought to disburthen myself from my armour, and leave to 
more active and heroic spirits, the glory of the stmggle, 
and the crown that awaits success. 

li, W. PROCTHIl. 
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Aud In » melancliolr tlioi^lit I'll fiiii 
nerfigm-o'fotame. If ow I ha™ it- 


"il*™ 


Things Kliieh ars not 1 meflilnks she 

WEESTJtB- 

Shmd. Slay, sir, stay : 
You are loo hot, and I have hrov^ht ; 
To iompor your htgh vehia, 

KwB. Thou dost not me™ this ; 'tl 
Thou, art too sweet aud geiitlo. 

Emd. Ko, I am not. 


ThsWhilsIk 
fou physio 
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LUDOVICO SFOKZA. 



liis scouo is famded paify on " Eio' iu Italiiin historj. Ludovioo Bforssi, 
undo of the young Ihiko of MiLin, was praaent at his manlago -witli 
loalieUa, gcojid-anMglitQr of the Kinit o£ Naples. Sforac was mueli stinok 
mthtlioljcaiily of ISJ^bQlliL; aud ib we^ auppoeed that he caused hienopliow, 
Gnlcazzo, to be polaonod. The lost eccnc, which occurs nftec the lapac of n 
yoBT, is Imaginary.] 



SCENE I,— ^ Slreet. 

tB OF 6I1HK, LuDOVICO SFOBZA. 



And this proud lady, was slio clmste !is fair F 



Fufe as the flame that 'bumt on Diaii's altar, 
And lovely as the morning. Oli ! she slioiie 
Like one of those bright shapes of fabling Greece, 
(Born of the elementsj) which, as men teU, 
"Wooed mortals to tlieir arms. A form more licantif 
Houri or child o' the aii', ne'er glanced upon 
A poet's dream, nor in Arabian story 
Gl-ave promise of tbeir Taunted paradise. 
Then, her voice was sweet 
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DEAMATIO SCENES. 

And tuned to muaic, bearing with it a cliami, 
Lifee numiiers floating from the breathed flute, 
Caught afar off, — and whicli the idle winds 
Of June, through wantonness at eYOning, fling 
O'er hanks and beds of flowers. 



And she is dead ? 

[IsAciiiiA. appcws at a loimloin. 



Dead, dead ! No ; what is tliis ? qniclt, toll, me, sir. 
Ton vision ? 



Uncle, look upon lier, — there, 



I see ; the grave gives up its habitant. 
It is herself, — her shadow. Can tlie eye 
Resume its lustre, aftev death has drawn 
His filmy veil around it ? Look ! 



My lord ? 



fTsARELLrt haves Ills windosB, 
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'Tis Isabella, sir ; my briile. 



Xoup bride ? 

She's very fair. I have seen the I'aee before ; 
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DRAMATIO SCENES, 

Dreamed of it — somcwliorc : wliere ? 1 know not wlicrc. 
I'll (Iroam jio mere, but think ; and act, — perliaps, 

Ealcr IsiBKLLA altefided; Piero de Mudici, and otha's. 

My Isabella ! yon have rested well, 
Ailer your journey? well? Fatigue seema lotb 
To bann yoii ; stod your eyea are spared, I see, 
I'or many a Milan conquest. 



There's but one 

My duty bids me look to. 



And your heart ? 



And— and my hoai't. 



Come hither ! a few words 



IVEy lord, my lord! 



Ila ! my De Mediel ! welcome. 
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LUDOyiCO SFOliZA. 



Thanfea, dear Sforza ; 

Are you so wrapped in dreams yoii miss yoiir frieniiM.: 



No ; 'tis my nephew, in a fairy drcain, 
Forgets me. 



My dear uncle, pardon, pardon. 

This ia my guardian, dearest Isabol : 

My father, I should say : I pray yon love Iiim. 



Ludovico Sforza, lady, and your Isni^Vit ; 
If you will owji so poor a one. 



Tlianlcs, sir. 

Look ! Tiiose are the AJps, my love. 



Ay ; tnrn your eyes 

Here, madam. Loolc ! metbinka their s: 

8bine radiantly as they had seen the enr 
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DILi.MA'riC SCENES. 



The very hills give welcome to my love ; 
And eveiything seenia happy now, but most 
The heart of Milan. 



You will spoil 11 



This day loots like 
The holiday of Nature, i 
Thequoeii oft. 



No more tlien. Come ! 

The heat will mai- yon : Ipt. us seek the shade. 



I'll follow. 

She's gone — and it is night. Whut ! shall I ii 

Sinli into foUy ? and this puny boy 

To cheat hia tutor ! It may please him now 

To rei^n in Milan : no, no, that's my care. 

Oh ! what an eye she has : It is not likely 

She will live quiet here : her look forbids ifc. 
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LUDOTICO SFOllZA. 

She will be Dviko : And I M"ow had 1 been 

The same Ludovico Sforza who did win, 
Some twenty years ago, the prize at Florence, 
Perhaps she might have loved me. Love ? — that I 
Might conquer ; or my ambition. Ab, but here 
Both spur me on i my path ia traced, — biit where ? 
That's hid in the mist of time. I'll thinli upon't. 
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DllAMATlCJ SCENJi: 



BOBNE II. — A Eoom, with a Banquet. 
[A year has passcd.l 

Time lags, and slights his duty. I remember 
The days when he would ily. How sweet they wen 
Then I rebuked his speed, and now — and now 
I drench his wing with tears. How heavily 
The minutes pass ! Can he avoid me ? No. 
I hear a step come sounding through the hall. 
It is the murderer, Sforza. Now, my heart ! 
Eiae up in thy full strength, and do the act 
Of justice bravely. Bo, he's here. 



My lore ! 

my delight, my deity ! I am uoi 

To thank you for being gracious. 



No : in tho best of times, 
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Ifet you look 

Not gay, my laaboll;!,. Nouglil; Iiiis liappeiieii 

To shaliD jour promise ? 

Be assured of that. 

Doubb not, nor diide, my lord. My lieart, yoii know, 
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.Falls faint at times. To-niglit I'll do my IjcsI 
To CEtertaia yoii as you merit. 

Better, I liope, my Isabel. 

Tour grace 

May challenge any thing ; from me the must. 

Although a widow, not divested quite 

Of all her sorrows, I am here to smile 

Like tearful April on you : but you'll grow 

To vanity, sir, unless some stop be put 

To your amorous conquests. I must do't. 

You shall, 

You. shall, my Isiibclla. 

Sir, I will. 

Toil shall be wholly mine, till— death shall part u 
I have been full of miseries ; fcliey have swelled 
My heart to bursting. You shall soothe me. 



"We'll find a way ; nay, not so free, my lord ; 
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LUDOVICO SPOEZA, 

I must bo won with, words, (thoiigli hollow ;) smiiesj 
And vows, (although you mean them not,) kind looks 
And excellent flattery. Ooiiie, my lord, whafc say you 'i 
I'm all impatience. 



Oh ! what can I say ? 

Thou art eo lovely, that all words must fall. 
They of whom poets sing men say wero wliadi 
Tliua will tliey swear of thee. 



Alas ! my lord, 

I have no laureate here to lie ii 

So must remahi unsuu". 



But Zwillliavo 

Tour name recorded in the sweetest verse ; 
And sculptors shall do honour to themselves 
And their delicious art by faaliiouing thee ; 
And painters shall devise for us a story, 
Where thoii and I, love, shall he seen reclining, 
Thou on my arm ■ 
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DEAMATIC SCENES. 



And in 

The guise of the theoiiocL Juno ; I as iTovp, 
In his diviner momenta, languishing 
Beneath thy look. 



She was a shrew, my lord, 

That queen o' the heavona, ajid I 



Then thou shalt be drawn 
Like her who, in old inimitable tales. 
Was pictured gathering flowers in Sicily, 
And raised to Pluto's throne : methinks she was 
A beautiful prophecy of thee ; and tliere 
Mountains shall rise, and grassy valleys lie 
Asleep i' the sun, and blue Sicilian streams 
Shall wander, and green woods, (just touched with light,) 
Shall yield their foreheads to some western wind 
And bend to bright Apollo as he comes 
Smiling from out the east. What moro ? Why yon 
Shall kneel and pluck the flowers, and look aside 
Hearkening for mo ; and — JwiU bo there, (a god,) 
g tow'rds thee, my sweet Proserpina. 



All ugly story ! 
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LUBOVICO SPOKZA. 



You would take me 

To— Hell tlien ? but forgive me -. I am il 
Distract at tim.ea ; we'll uow forget it all. 
Come, you will tiiste ray poor repast ? 



Who'll be alone. 



'Tis better. Yet 1 have 

No relkli for common viands. Shall I drink 

To thee, my queen ? 



To me, sir. This (look oii't) 
Is a curious wine ; and like those precious drops 
Sought by philosophers, (the life elixir,) 
Will make you immortal. 



GKve it me, my love. 
May you ne'er know a 



,yGoo»:^lc 



DllAMATIO SCBHES. 



Ha! 

Stay, stay : soft, put it down. 



Wliy, liow ia this ? 



"Would — would you drink without me ? Sliame upon yo 
Look at this fruit : a sea-worn captain, one 
"Who had sailed all 'round the world, brought it for me 
Erom the Indian isles ; the natives there, men say, 
"Woi-sHp it. This. 



It has a luscious taste, 

Jfy nephew, when he iiyed, loved aacli ;i fruit. 



Thai^ks, spii'its of vengeance ! [Asiile. 

Now you shall taste the immoj^tal wiue, my lord, 
And drink a health to Oupid. 



Cupid, then. 

He was a cunning god ; he dimmed men's eyes, 

'Tifi prettily said i' the fable. But mp eyes 
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LUKOVICO SFOltZA. 



(Yet liuw I lovo !) are cleaj.' as tfiough I were 

A stoic. All ! 



What ails my lui-i! ? 



Yoii'U find it w:vi-mer, sKortly. 

Ifc ia its nature, as I'm told, to heat 

The heaa^. My lord, I road but yesterday 

Of an old man, a G-recian poet, who 

Devoted all liia life to wine, and died 

0' the grape. Methinks 'twas just. 



And stories haye been told of men whose lives 
Were infamous, and so their end. I mean 
That the red murderer bas himself been murdorcd ; 
The traitor struck with treason ; He who let 
The orphan perish, came himself to want: 
Thus justice and great God have ordered it ! 
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So tliafcthe scene of evil has been tm-neiL 
Against tlie actor ; pain paid baclc with pa 
And — poison given for poison. 



O my lie.ii't ! 
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LUDOVICO SFOUZA. 



Is tlie wine still so cold, sir ? 



I am burning. 

Some water : I bum with thirst. Oli ! wliiit ih tliis 



You're pale : I'll call for help. Hero ! 



Servimta cnlei: 



Bind tbat mn 
To his seat. 



All ! traitress. 



My lord ! I'll not deceive you ; yon have drank 
Tour last dranght in this world. 



My heart, my heart ! 
Traitress ! I faint — fiiint : all ! 



I would have done 

Some act of justice in a milder shape 
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DRAMATIC SCENES. 

But it could not be. I felt that you must die ; 

JFor my sake, for my boy, for Milan. You 

MwdereiJ my lord luisbaud. Stare not thus : 

'Tis melancholy ti-uth. Yoii have usurped 

The first place in the dultedom ; have swept down. 

My cbild's rights to the dust. "What say you, sir ? 

Do you impeach my story ? "Wiiilo youVo time, 

Give answer. [ 

Tou are silent ? then, are yoa 

Condemned for ever. I conld grieve, almost, 

To see hia ghastly stare. His eye is vague ; 

Is motionless. How like those shapes he grows. 

That sit in stony whiteness over toinha. 

Memorials of their cold inhabitants. 

Speak ! are you suuk to stone ? What can you say 

In your defence, sir? Turn youv eyes away. 

How dare you look at me, so steadily ? 

Tou shall he amorous no more. Must I 

Eouse you P How idly liia arms liang. Turn your eyes 

Aside. I dare not touch him ; yet I must. 

Ha ! he is dead— dead ; slain by me ! Great Heaven ! 

Forgive me ; I'm a widow broken-hearted. 

A mother too ; 'twas for my child 1 struck. 

Yon hloody man did press so hardly on us ; 

He would have torn my pretty bird from me : 

I had hut one : what could I do to save it ? 

There was no other way! 
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LYSANDEE AN]} lONE. 
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aet Uiou not tell me of a gentie 

iHfyouha™ 

1 tJiem la some flowaty cave. 



Did uoC disdalu to giTe his love coateiiting; 
Cniel the aonl that feeds on eoulB tormentliig ; 
Nor did she aoom him, though not uobly bom ; 
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LYSANDBE AND lONB. 

Lysandeh. Ioke. {a Wood.) 
Wow, sit. 



Kero: 

The embroiderer. Moss, hath wrought you a golden seat. 

Disdain her not, the yellow-tressed Moss ; 

For she is Nature's handmaid, decldng aye 

Her boddice with bright flowers ; and when decay 

Winters the rock or tree, her fringed gold 

She leaves, to hide the poor thing's poverty. 



I will ; T do ; Oh ! -Heavens of love, I do. 
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Deep worsliipper am. 1 for one so young ; 

But Love has taught me : he matured my tliouglit ; 

And so beyond my years I worship you. 

Stay ; stir not, sweet. Sit liere. 



'lis a fair plac 



Ay ; Iris hath heen liere, lieloved one. 

The rich Spring's almoner is she, who scatters 

Upon the grateful world her sweets and flowers. 

Bountifui Spring ! Is it not strange that men 

"Will scorn or shun her favours ? will bar out 

The beauty of the day and vernal airs, 

And die in dreams of freedom ? 



Ton would tallt 

(And I might listen) till we both forgot, 

That I have cares which call me. 



"Wo will meet 

To-morrow early. I wiU show you all 

The secrets of our forest. Every dell 
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And every leafy nook and cave o'ergrown, 
The rock, the river, and the Dryad's oak 
"We'll see to-morrow. "What, if we surprise 
A ■wood-nympli sleeping ? 
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DllAMATIG SCEKB3, 



Why, ay ; 

For tlieii I'll sliow yon liow tlie true heart meets 

Eeauty unheeding. 



Tou will come. 

And I will be your guard, and servant, both ; 

And, as wo pierce the untrodden woods, I'll teach 

How you may shun tbe briery paths and pass 

The snaJie untouched; and we will hear the songs— 

Ha ! do you smile ? why then you'll come. 



Be not too sure, Lysandej\ Poolish boy ! 
To givo your lieart to me,— to me, poor youth, 
A spirit of the waters ! 
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LYSAHDER AND lONE. 



Tou are more ; 

My queeu, my goddess ! Sole and peerless queen ! 

And I your moat true suLjcct. 



I am one 

Of old kiug Nereus' daughters, gentlest boy. 
Mf/ home lies low beneath the eternal aeaa. 
My country (tho' I sometiruea earthward stray) 
Is where the mariner's plummet never fell ; 
Down in the fathomless deep : the wild waves the 
Sound not, nor dare the watery creafcurea come 
To gaKe upon those calm and aacred aands. 
Beyond your reach my home is. 



Believe it, fond Lysander, and forget me. 

But, come ; as you have loved me long aud well. 

Have you not sung my name to all the stars. 

And vowed mine eyes were far more bright than they ? 

A lover ? he should tell the skies his love. 

And make the air acquainted with his woo ; 

Should tell to buddiug mom, to lazy noon. 

To waters where the unsunned Dian comes 
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Pipping lier silver feet, ail liis eli.iste joy. 
Bat you have done this ? 



Indeed ! 

How did you name me ? 

Sweei lone ! Fair 
And beautiful lone ! fair and dear .' 
Too deal', because too cold, art thou to ir 
lone ! list, — lone ! Pretty name ! 
Is it not yours P 



'Tis mine, and you sliall sing 
A forest song in its honour. 



Listen, then, love; and with your white hand clear 

Tour marble forehead from its cloudy hair. 

So, thus ; your eye bent tow'rds me ; 

How brightly it bums upou me ! Listen, sweet. 

Yet, 'tis a melancholy song ; coufased ; 

Half dream and half despair. Tou will but smile ai't ? 
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LYdAKDEK AND TONE. 



Sing on, sing on : I love a "wild song. Sing ! 



Now, by Night ! I swear 

I love thee, delicate lone ! 

And, when I lean upon my thoughts at night, 

My soul grows sick with love. In sleep, in dreams, 

Thou, like a spirit from the haunted stars, 

Stand'st plain before me. I have seen thee come 

In pale and shadowy beauty to my side ; 

Or, floating 'tween me and the cloudless moon. 

Stretch forth, like silver vapours, thy white arms, 

And breathe upon my heart 

Arabian odours, sweet, but cold as deatli. 

I love thee ; I have loved thee, long and well. 

lone, daughter of the eternal Sea; 

Sea-born, buS gifted with diviner life, 

With human worth, and heavenly goodness crowned; 

Peerless, perennial, without stain or taint, 

Be mortal with immortal purity ! 

But thou art gone ! 

And now I wander wlien the gusty wiuds 

Chase the dark clouds across the star-dropt plains ; 

For then methinks I see thee, pure and jiale. 

I love to lie hy waterfalls, alone ; 
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To Iiear the sad bouglis moan, 

"WTien through, the piny forests I pursue 

My solitary way : 

And then at times I dream, and speak to thee ! 

And thou, lone, dost thou not (oh, aay it !) 

Bequeath soft messages for me, 

Uuto the dark boughs of the wliisperiug pines ? 



Enough, enough. Your fancy grows too wild : 
Eeason must tame it, else some sharp reproof. 
And so you love me ? Pshaw ! 



By all the gods ! 



I'll not hclicve't ; what ! yon ? so young a hoy ? 
'Twill be a pretty talo. 



But wlio shall tell ifc '! 



Why I, and all who hear us ; for we m& 
Encompassed by the sylvan people here ; 
And not a foolish hope hast thou confessed. 
But Echo in her hundred caves has caught 
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LYSANDER AND lONB. 

The sound, and told it to the wood-uympha' ears, 
Whence, shaped like whispers from the forest boughs, 
( AH which, true traitors, shake while they betray 
Poor human secrets,) thy mad words ai'O borne 
To the great Pan. 



And he ? well, what of him ? 



Oh ! he loves all the uymplis who haunt his wpods, 
And when be Suds they wander from their homes 



Fear hJLn nob ; I am hero, too sweet lone ! 
My gentle bay ! And so, yon love me,— well ? 
Ay, like tlie stars- 



I love you like the beauty of the world, 
The rose, the— 
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Peace, and hear me, young Lysander. 

Some maids, high born as I am, in past times, 

(Thus, if no fable, pale CEnone dicl) 

Gave their great hearts to mortals. Mark what followed : 

The men they graced forgot them. 



"What have you done to win a Nereid's love ? 
Boat know, youth, that the piinees of the sea ; 
Faunus, and many a wood-god ; shapes that haunt 
The groves and mountains aud the running; streams, 
Have wooed me — me— in vain ? 



Oh, I believe it. 

'Tis certain they have done't ; and I — even I 

Have left my quiet home o'nights, to sing 

Tour soft sad name beside the noisy sea. 

And hearken if in the watery tumult yoii 

Whispered sweet answers. I have come hither, too, 

At noon, at dusky eve, on darkest nights, 

To seek you. I have let my unguarded sheep 

"Wander alone iipon the mountains drear, 

Have left my father (yet I love him well) 
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To Aveop my jiiglitly absence ; quitted all 
Oiw village feasts and calm domestic meetings 
Here to resort and dream of tlie sweet lone. 



Indeed, my love ? 



Again,— for dear love's sake ! 
Por fill/ aalce ; ihiis again. 



Wliy, tiien— my love ! 



Oh ! my divine lone ! my heart's queen ! 
What shall I do to merit all this love ? 



Ayj beyond fidelity. 

I'll be more true 

Than bright Apollo to the summer air, 

Than larks to morn, or stars to cloudless eves, 

Or sweets to the maiden May. Oh! fear me e 
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D11AMA.'IIC SCENES. 



I will not, dear Ljsancler. Yon and I 
Will haunt theae woods together : you shall 
The buay morning hours amongst the hills, 




■'ifSaap'' 



And tend your father's floek ; I in my eave 
Beneath the aeaa must linger out the day ; 
But ever at night I'll meet you, dear Lysander, 
And -when stem fate shall lift you to the stars, 
I from the salt sea wave will take my flight, 
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LYSANDEa AND lONE. 



(Great Jove will not reject a sea-maid's prayer) 
And dwell with you for ever. Kow, fiirewell. 



One kiss from that red rose whicli liidea yonr lip ! 
One kiss ? love ! liow sweet ; how all too sweet ! 



Peace, peace ! rarcwcll. 



Until to-morrow only, then, farewell ! 
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JUAN. 
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I^e B Tillage mirae 

Stand I now mirslog nud aooBii^Tingy whea 
The tJimeet ibol would do — I will be sudden, 
Aud alie BliaU know and feel, love in estremaa 
Abused, knows no degi-ee of bate. 

MABS1NOER-J>M;'SO/Mton. 

I come, Deaih ! I obey tlioo, 

Yet I will not die ra^ng ; for, alas ' 

My wbole life wns fretiEj.— 

And let our epitaph be ... . 
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8C]'jNE— T/jc Gardens belonging to a Spimisli Oafstje., 

Juan atid a Boy. 

The niglit grows foul and dark ; and the thiclc air 
Waltes pulses at my heart, which now should sleep. 
Hark ! the wiuds draw the cnrtama of the aky, 
Like ministers to lust. Queen Uian, now, 
Is with her paramonr. 



Spoke yon, my lord P 



They'll rock her into alnmher. She should watioh ; 
For others may be busy while she sleeps, 
And atain her fame witTi falsehood. The hot air 
Weighs on my forehead. Break a lemon braEch 
And give't me, Lopez. 80; how fresh! how cool! 
(Tho' all its sweets are fled :) another — Thanks ! 
rU bind them round my forehead. "Wbat time is'1; 
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DTiAMATIO SCBKES. 



Soino minutes ; the last eliimea liavo just ]iqw ceaserl. 



They soimdcd sadly. Let me huar tliee sing 

A song ; 'twill flrive some blaclfcr tlioiiglits ii\Yny. 



Wiifit sort of soug ? Sliall it be teufler ? gay ? 



Let it Ijg full of love, and foaming o'er ; 
But not a jot of kindness : burning passion ; 
ISo more : yes, headlong folly ; fiames that parch 
And wither up the heart : fierce jealousy, 
And horrid rage ; and doubt ajid — dark despair ! 
Sing she you loved was false, and that you grew 
Mad, and a murderer; anything. 



My loi-d ! 
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Tlieu you uuiy say liow she 

"Was beautifnl aa Sin, and that her ejBs 

Shone like the morning ; that her arms were smootlj, 

And gracefully turned, and that her figure seemed 

Shaped from the mould of Dian's. Ton then may tell 

How her white hosom. ruse and sank, at times, 

To the music of her passionate heart. Biit, no ; 

"We'll have no music now ; my soul's untuned, 

And discord is the only element. 

A wife ? — "When went uiy wife hence, boy '( 



Afc prayers, 1 think. 



Excellent, excellent ! the times are good 
(Musfc be) when strumpets pray, lly hosom w 
Swells like the hoiling ocean. How ooidd she 
Be false to me ? to me who loved her more 
Thau heaven or hope hereafter. How I gazed 
Upon lier brow, mid thought it fairer than 
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DUAMATIO SCENES. 

'i'Jio iace of tlie starry lieaveus ! BcgoiiCj and send 
Your mistress lilthei'. 



Slie'a at prayerSj my lord. 



Ha ! true ; forgot ! no matter : leave me, sirrah 
And place the lamp upon the dial yonder, 
And draw the sbade around it. Now, go, go. 
Now then I am — alone. There's not a soimd 
To eheer my purpose : It is dark and close. 
My soul ia dark ; imprisoned in-^a grave ; 
Tet, i-esolute to bear. Shall I revenge ? 
I'll kill lier, tho' the stars dissolve in team, 
And thunder mutters help ; and so, aU'a past. 
Having resolved, the bloody part is done ; — 
And all the rest is mercy. She must perish. 
I'll wash away her sins with all her blood. 
Tet — if I s!ay her, I shall surely die. 
Die ? I am dead already ; jealous hate, 
Pespair, and too much love iiave poisoned me. 
Oh, widow, who hast lost thine all on earth, 
"VThat is thy pain to mine ? A step ? — a step V 
She comes then: not alone ? ah ! not alone, 
Wow for ray hiding-place. 
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i mi(! BiaNCA crtla: 



Did I 'believe in fables, I should tLiiik 
Some evil hung about me : the black night 
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DRAMAl'IC aOEHES. 

Has uot iillowed one small atar to escape, 

To light us on our patli : who's tliei-e ? 1 tliouglit 

A figure passed us. Hai-k! 



Nor I : and yet when dsemons 'walk about, 
Their steps 'tis said are noiseless. I could no 
Think half my nursery stories true, and spurij 
My hetter reason from me. 

Let us tallc 

Of something else, dear lady. 



Ti-eoilile not. 

You have no causo to fear ; your days have been 

Harmless, (I hope so,) and the spirits of ill 

Leave innocent life luitouched. Look, girl, the worui 

Lights her green lamp ; and, see ! the fountain, there, 

Into the night shoots up its silver rain. 

How fresh and sweet it is ! how musical, 

Eianca, get you homewards ; I will rest 

Here, in the cool awhile. [Hiani 

"What a most delicate air this gai'deu hath ! 

There's scarce a flower or odorous shrub that lives 
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Wo have not. There, how clearly I scent the r( 
And now tlie limes ; and now, as the sad wind 
Sobs, an uncertain sweetness comes from ont 
The orange-trees ; Their fragrance charms me 
Almost to sloe]). 



Slie sleeps at last, then : yet I will not Itill 
The frail thing sleeping. "Why did I delay ? 
I feared (why did I fear ?) to meet lier eye ; 
The eye of her whom justice bids me strilte ? 
Oh ! what a beautiful piece of sin is there ! 
They fabled well who said that woman won 
Man to perdition : hark ! the thunder mutters ; 
And lightnings— Eest, wild spirits, I am come 
To save ye a worthless task. Now then, my soul ! 
Eise up, Olympia! (she sleeps souiidly.) Ho ! 
Stirring at last : Sise, Fair Olympia : you 
Have much to do to-jiight. The fates have writ 
Your early doom upon their brazen book ; 
And I must do their bidding. 



Wow by— but T nra qnict. Ton have sinned 
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DRAMATIO SCENES. 

RCoal; foully 'gainst your liusbaud : that's not n 
But you have done a deed at -vThieli tlie sides 
Bla«keD ; look ui). 



Tou have made 

Me (I forgive ttat) base : our noble lionse, 

'TiH now ilhistrioua, yon have stained. Hark, hark ! 

The voices that you hear ainongsfc the cloiids 

(But understand not) say ' confess your sin.' 

I wait to hear it. 



Oh, yo\ir mind is filled 

With dreaming terrors. Let us home, dear .Tiiai 

"We'll tallt to-moiTOw of this. 



TaUcP to-u 
Now, by the burning passion that doth stir 
Vengeance within me, Olympia ! This night 
Tou take your leave of eartli. Yet, ere you die, 
I'll tell you how I loved you ; doated — oh ! 
Grew guilty for you ; guilty, do you hear ? 



Most perfect, sir ; I tremble. 
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Ere you. married 

I loved you ; that you know : your father shook 

A poor petitioner away ; and you 

(Although you owned to iove) foraooic me. Then 

I tried my fortune in the wars : you gave 

Tour hand to old Itamire^. 



My iinele'a death raised me to wealth, and t 
I came home quickly ; you were married. 



Well! 

Why then despair possessed me. Madness stamped 

His brand upon my brain, and years flamed on, 

(Ton stiU Uamirez' wife) when I became 

A man again : The impudent dotard laughed, 

Boasting he had out-schemed a younger man, 

Me, — me. My curse upon him ! 
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DllAMATIC SCEKRS. 



So, you atill loye liim ? 



Sir, I love hiiu not. 

But I disdain tlic mjidmaii tliat belies hiiii. 



Mad ? mad? Now shall you die, — die '. (do you hear t*) 

By me, who love you. Mad ? I have been mad ; 

But 'twaa because I lost you ; you, thrice false one ! 

Now, being sane, 't shall be my bloody care 

To see none rave like me from too much love. 

Mad ? mad ? and you to jeer me ? Blighting shame 

Weigh on your soul for that. 



Tou have belied 

My husband's honoured u 



His name ? 

I slew hiin, harlot ! stabbed Hm thro' and tlii'o'. 
Ha, ha, ha, ha ! Thou fool, who coiildst believe 
That common villains struck and robbed him not. 



I dream ; I hope I drea 
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'Twaa I. Laugh out ! 
Yet it' thou dost 'twill bo at my great woe. 
And though thou jeeresfc me, I deserve it not. 
For aU was done for thee ; and now hast thou 
Called back the love I bought at such a price. 
And sold it to another. 



Sir, 'tis felse : 

Tou are all false. How I abhor you now ! 
Hearken, Don Juan ; I have loved you, (how 
Xou will reuiemher quickly ;) 'twas aa error : 
For had I known hia blood was spilt by you, 
I would have cast you oif, as now I do, 
For ever. 



"Will — will youe paramour come then p Ha, ha, ha 
He waits, and wishes ; do not keep him long. 



oifVaPTA (aside). 
God ! bo is mad, indeed. I must escape. 
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DRAMATIC SCSNBS. 



Stay! Stop! but ivoep not; pray not : would st thou pray 

To the deaf adder ? to the inaensate sea ? 

Look, I am stem, hut just ; detDrmiued, wronged ; 

A judge, and you the victim. 



Let me pass. 



I^eel down hefore the gods. Now answer me, 
Loveat thou, or not, (speak truly, for thou speak'at 
Thy last words to tho world,) this stranger ? Quick ! 



I love hira. (Juan a-ies out.) But— 



Traitreaa ! aduliress ! 

I strike {stabs her) — and 1:01 my wrongs ! 



Sfcay, Juan, stay ! but no ; 'tis past—and over. 
It cannot be : —you've done ill, 



Tou — ^you are 

Not hurt ? not slain ? Speak ! 
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Save yourself, dear Juan. 
That youth 



He is my trotliei". 



The ImjuisitioQ now arc watcHrLg for liia 
Save him. 



By— ah— 



By my lost soul. 

Look up, look up, Olympia ! Juan's here ; 

'Ihy husband, — murderer, (that's the name ;) My love ! 



,yGoo»:^lc 



DRAMATIC SCRtfES. 

My love ! Olympia ! I — she's dead. {A p 

How's thia ? 

So, where am I ? Olympia ! she is Mse. 

Dead ? Ah some rillaiii has heen husy here. 

By Heaven, the golden hair ia wot : the eye 

Has loafc its tender meaning. Life and love 

Have fled together — to the grave. Was't I ? 

Oh ! I have cut those sweet blue veins Jennder 

And filled her breast with blood : there's not a tonch 

Of colour in her lip, (so red once,) and her hand 

Falls : it will never press my own again. 

What a voice she had ! 'tis silent ! Could it die 

In a single groan P impossible. 

( Voices are /reard.) 
My lord ! 



Hark, harlt ! thev call the murderer : he is here. 



My lord, ray lord ! 



Now, first to hide 

The body. Sod^ .'^ia ahe changed ao soon P [iiides the body 

And now to fiy : yet wherefore ? Can they read 

In my white visage and unaltered eye 
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A murder redder than the crime of Cain ¥ 

I'll stay, and dream of death. Oh ! I have lost 

What was my life on earth : what waa, alas ! 

A ton-id sound. They come. [j^nto- Servautw. 
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DRAMATIC SCENES. 

Whom seclv ye ? She- 
Tour lady's gOQc ; gone, do you doubt me 'i gone 



5iy lord ! a atrajiger is arrived ; lier lirotiier. 



Who ? what ? Slic lias iioue ; none. 



IVIy lord, he's ab the castle. 



Peace ! She is gone 
On a daik journey. Oh I 



You've cut your hand, s 



I have cut — my heart. 

Leave me; all hut Diego. [Be 

Poor old man, 

Ton were my father's servant ; nay Us father's. 

We prized you, and you served us faithfully ; 

But now's your service ended. Old Diego ! 

Long before snn-rise, I shall be 
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My lord ! 



Quiet, Diego. No foul passions, theu, 
No turbulent love, nor fierce idolatry, 
Jfor bitter hate, nor jealousy, shall mar 
My solitary rest : I shall he — dead. 
The last ('tis pity) of a princely house ; 
Let not oui- name be slandered. 



My dear lord ! 



One old man thought 

I should do honour to his name ; — ^that's past : 

For look ! my star is setting. I am now 

The last of a iamous line, which backward ran 

To the iDlood of kings and then was lost in time. 

Ah ! where is now my father's prophecy, 

And where my own hopes ? withered, withered. 



A few more words, and thon — raid then, good night. 
I smote — I smote — now let the black skies fall 
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DRAMATIC SCENES. 

And crush me in a moment. Oh ! my tiueeii ! 
My own incomparable wife ! My love ! 
Oil ! all my life has been an error : So, 
I'll shift a trouhlosome burden from my bacli, 
And lay me down to sleep. 



Beseech yon, home ! 



We'll do as thou dost say. That rich red draught, 
"Which filled the frames of aged men with youth. 
And strung their sinews like the bracing air. 
Wore now an useless medicine. 



Koble master ! 

Let me for once forget my place 

And bid you hope fur comfort. 



Hush, hush, hush ! 

No more a lord : a vulgar slave am I, 

"Who caught one look from heaven ; but the soft light 

Is out, which was my guide ; and here I stand 

Lost, and in terrible darkness near my tomb, 

And angry shadows beckon me ; fierce shapes 

And fears (which no hope tempers) drag me on. 
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Looli, J iTiiist go : yet first we'll make all plain, 

And leave the earth a warning. I- 'the story 

Hangs on my tongue. I smote— I— look aside 

While I hurst forth in gnilt. I smote— Oh God ! 

The tenderest, noblest woman in the world ; 

And with my cruel dagger out a road 

To a heart where I was lord; but knew it not. 

Ay, weep, Diego ; thou may'st weep, poor man ; 

But for myself my tears are dried to dust : 

Burnt and scorched up hy pain. But let's be still. 

Tour hand, my last firm friend ; I have not yet 

Torgotten how yon used (bright years ago) 

To beni' me, then a hoy, sport-tired, home. 

Bear me so far once more : 'tis your last toil ; 

And lay me gently on ray marble bed, 

And ask no man to curse ine ! All's done, Wow 

Open your arms, Olympia! 
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THE WAY TO CONQUER, 
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HamM. I have liearcl 
That guilty crsatMtes sitting at n plaj- 
Hbvs, by theverjcmmingoftliescgDe, 
Been atruck so to the soui, that presently 



lav. lie gsve him flret hiG ■breGcUng ; 
Then showered his bounfies oa him lika tie nou 
Thai:, opeii-handad, aitupontlie clouds, 
Aud press tie liberality of Hesiven 



H JONsos— JT™ Iial, 



,Gooi^lc 



THE WAY TO COKQUEK, 



I A. fllorj, diatintly reEombliug tbis skeldh, is toM of one ot tiio Diikos of Guise 



SCENE — A Mooni in a I'alacv. 

PKlJiOK. ClSiSABIO. 



Your highiiees seut for me f 



I did : Sit down. 

Tou looic ill, dear Cesario ? 



You have been feasting lately ? yes, 'tis so ; 
You were at Count Vitelli's banquetiug. 
But havo a care, it is not good for health. 
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DllAMATIG SCENES. 



You sent for me 

la haste, was it not so ? 



Then sliall I eume to-morrow ? 



Let it be 

To-day, now jou are here. Cesario ! 

Is there not one who lives with old Colontia r* 

A foreign youth ? Dost know liim ? 



Ay, uiy lord, 

'Tia Pedro— no, Diego, — a dark Spaniard ; 
A linguist, learned, and noble ; a cadet 
Of the great Louse of — of Medina, sir, 



You know him well f 



I know him ; yefc not well. 
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■rnB WAY TO CONQUKIt. 



Stioulil'st tliink liim lionest '^ 



Honest, sir? Oli, surely. 



Then he'd not betray 

Your undo, as I hear he lias (lone ? 



Sir! He? 

He could not be so base : my uncle was 

His first and excellent friend. 



I thought tlie world 

Was not so bad. Kow listen, Cesario, 

And you ahaU hear a curious history. 

Keep Diego in your mind the while, and thinli 

That he's the hero of it. Last night a man 

Came mask'd unto a ricli lord's house, (here in 

Talormo ;) —Do you hear how Etna mutters ? 



It sends a terrible sound indeed, my lord. 
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This mail petitioned for his life. He said 

That he had sworn to iiet a lion-id deed, 

And came to iiiake disclosui'e. The great lord 
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THE "WAT TO COKQUEK. 

(His was tlio life in danger) promised full 
Forgiveness : "but yon do not hear my words ? 



The culprit said 

A youth ou whom this lord had. lavished wealth, 

And kindness and good precept, had forgot 

His better tutoring, and lent deaf ears 

To those divinest -whiapera which the soul 

Breathes to prevent our eiring. He resolved 

To Idll his benefactor : that was had. 



Oh ! lie deserved — 



We'll talk of that hereafter. 

Well, this had man whose mind was spotted thus 

Was leprosied by foul ingratitude. 

Had sworn to murder ttis his friend. 
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DRAMATIC SCENES, 



I see it pains you : yes, for tlie sake of gold, 
He would have slain his old and faithful friend ; 
Have spurned the few gray loclia that time had left, 
Aad stopped the curreut of his reverend blood, 
"Which could not flow much longer. 



Arc you sure ? 



The plan was this : they were to bind him fast, 
(To slay him here were dangerous,) and transport 
His hody to some lonely place. 



I'U tell you, for I once 

Was housed there through a storm. A castle stands 

Fronting Calabria, on the rough sea-coaet. 

A murder once was done there, aud e'er since 

It has been desolate ; 'tis bleak, and stands 

Higli on a rock, whose base wm cavemed out 

By the wild seas ages ago. The winds 

Moan and make music through its haUs, and there 

The moimtain-loTing eagle builds his home. 
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THE WAY TO CONQUEK. 

But all's a waste : for milGS and mil^ around 
There's not a dwelling. 



Is't near tlie — eastward foot 

Of Etna,— where Mnralto's villa stands p 



TcB, yes ; well gnessed : I see yon know the spot. 

Now, dear Cesario, could'st tlioii think a man. 

Setting aside all ties, could do a deed 

Of blackness there? Why, 'tis within the reach 

Of Etna, and some thirty years ago, 

(The last eruption,) when the lava rivers 

Wont flaming toward that point, this dwelling stood 

In danger. I myself stood near the placo, 

And saw the bright fires stream along, -when they 

Crumbled the ehesnut forests and dark pines 

And branching oaks to dust. The thunder spoke. 

The rebel waves stood np and lashed the rocks, 

And poured their stormy cries through every cave. 

Each element rose in riot : the parched earth 

Staggered and spouted fire 
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DEAMAl'lC SGENKS, 



i'auey, Cesario, in this desolate house, 

How ghastly the poor murclerecl wretch would look ; 

Hia hanging head, and iiaeless nect ; his old 

Affectionate heart that beat so fondly, now 

Like a stilled instrument. I could not kill 

A dog that loved rae : could you P 



"Why, how you tremble! 



'Tis a fearfid picture. 



Yet might it have heeu true. 



We'll hope not. 



Hope! 

That hope is past. How will the Spaniard look, 

Think you, Cesario, when the question comes 
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THE WAY TO CONQUER. 

Homo to his kciu't ? In truth, he could not look 
More pale tbau you are now. Cesario ! 
The eye of Grod has been upon him. 



Yes: 

I iiopo 



oitaAsio. 



Sly lord ! 



Uowaro, how you 

Curse Iiim ; for he is loaded heavily. 

Sin and tierce wishes plague him, and tlie world 

Will stamp its malediction on his head, 

And God and man disown him. 



Oh! no more. 

No more, my dearest lord ; behold me hej 
Here at yonr feet, a wretch indeed, but n 
"Won quite from crime. Spare me. 
11 
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Eise. I forgive 

The ingratitude to ine : but men liJto yoii 
(Baae, common, bribed stabbers) must not n 
About the world bo freely. 
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THE WAY TO COMQUEE. 



Oh ! that now 

Tou could but see my lieart. 



I would uot aec 

Tour bosom's base and black iuhabitaut, 

Now listen to me again : spesik not, but listen. 

This is a different tale. Gesario ! 

When first you came to Sicily, you were 

A little child : yo\ir noble father, worn 

By toil and loug misfortune, scarce had time 

To beg protection for you ere he died. 

Since then, if in your memory I have failed 

In kindness tow'rd you, or good counselling, 

liep roach me. 



You have been most kind, too kind. 



Once, 'twas in terrible sickness, when none else 
Would tread your infections cbajuber, (think on that,) 
I, though your prince 
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nlMilATIC SOKNJB. 

Heai' lae apealt. 

I gave that Iiealiug medicine to your lips, 
"Wliicli wanting you Lad died. I tended yoii: 
And was your nurse tlipougli many a anltiy night ; 
Fov you were quite abandoned- 

Quite, quite, quite. 



Time passed, and you recovered, and could use 
Your sword again : you tried it 'gaiust my hlood, 
(My nephew then,) and I forgave it. 

That 

"Was ill the heat of quarrel. 

I have said 

That I forgave it. Then a most moan wialj 

(Ton wislied my wealth) possessed you, 1 could n 

I own it, have guessed at that. 



"Well, then, it was not : but Aurclia'w charm 
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THE WAY TO COWQURR. 

(TImt cunning PLryne) have o'er whelmed your seBse ; 
All gratitndo and good being gone. 



Mj' lord ! 

My fatter! oh, oneo more "believe mc. T 

Do not deserve you should : but if you can 

Once again credit me, may hell's fierce torments— 

But, no ; I will not pain ov shame your love : 

Nay more, I ■will deserve it. I can die 

Now, for my miud has groivn wifchin this hour 

To firmness ; yet, I now could wish to live, 

To show you what I am. 

Oeaario ! hear me. 

Hear aiid forget not — what your old friend says. 

The world will blame me, but I'U try you still ; 

You cannot have the heart (I know you have one) 

Again to barm me. Once, imperial Csesaa" 

TTpon. the young deluded Ginna laid 

His absolute pardon ; 'twas a weight that he 

Could ne'er shake ofi'. Cesario, thus 

IVom my soul I now forgive you. 
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mUMATIC SCENES. 

Ccaario, faint not. "Wliy, tliou'rt weaker now 

Thau ■wlien Aui-elia liiased your lip, and won 

Your sou] to siu. Come : — nay, there's uo one knows 

Our quarrel. Let us hury it in our breasts. 

And talk as we were wont. 



A little time. 

My lord, and I may thank you. Now, if I 
Might dare to ask it, I would fain retire. 
And dwell on all your goodness. 



.Farewell, then. 



My noble prince, rest soundly : you have gained 
Cesario'a soul twice over. If a knave 
Should say I wrong you now, telieve him not. 
If I myself should awear I was your foe, 
Discredit me. Oh ! once more on my knees, 
I thank you : dearest father ! look upon 
Tour prodigal son. Thanks — from my heart. 



Pare we 11, 

Farewell, Oesario. Nay, compose yourself. 

■ Now go. Farewell, farewell - 



,yGoo»:^lc 



THE BROKEN HEART. 
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THE ]illOKEN HEART. 



'Iiiii akolcli is fonuclcd upon a tfilc of Boccaccio. Tlic story is tliis :— J eionyino 
waa sent ftom Italy to Paris, in order to oomplele liis siiudies. Ha was 
dst^ed tliero two yeai-s, bis mother Iwing lotbiful Iseb he should manra 
poor and beatitli^il gitl (Sylvestra), with whom he had been brought up fnaa 
bis iutaney. Durb^ his absence, bis mother contrlTOd to have Sjli-estm 
momed. He rotumed, and, after wandainug about her dwelling, succeeded 
In getting mto her chamber, conversed with her (her bttsbaiid belag asleep), 
and, at last, died on the bed before her.] 



SOBNE I.— A Mm>i. 

His MoTntB. 



Wliafc have I said that jou affect this humour ¥ 
Come, look leaa strangely. Is your auger dumb ? 
Speak out. .Teronymo ? 



^o!f liaTc done this V 



s for your good. 
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Oil, niofclier, inotlier ! 

Tou have broke tlie fondest lieart in Italy. 

My good, what'a that ? Ts'fc good that I shall die 
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THE BEOKEN HEART, 

Is't good that I shall pine and fade away, 
And taJte no comfort P J^foue p O yes ! Through all 
. My melancholy days I'll haunt tlie nest 
Where my white dove lies guarded 



Until I die, stem mother, I shall die, 
Like people amit by lightning, suddenly. 



Why so I will, 

And wear white roses on my ghastly brow, 
And laugh at fate, like that forced bride who fell 
Dead on her marriage morning. I'll bo gone. 
If she be false — Come witli me, madam ! False ? 
Sylvestra false ? Sylvestra p 



The bitter cause whence all o 
You must not think of her. 
81 
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DRAMATIO SCENES. 



Not tliijlk l)f her ! 



No ; she is maiTied. 



Hii, lia, ha ! good mother. 

Shame on yonv cruel jest : be gmve— and gentle. 



I told yoii this hefore : she's married — ^inarried ! 
Do I speak plain ? 



Too plain, if yon speak true. 

That yon may know I heed your tale, look at n 

Am T jiot — broken-hearted ? 



Oh! sweet h 

I have done too much. (Aside) How pinched and pale he looks 

Jeronymo, ray child ! 
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Till'; BROIiliX HUARl', 



■\Viiy do yoLi tLilk Lhiis ? Pi'ythee think oil me ; 
On mc, your mother. 



iSiLvely ; tor ji.il Lhouglit 
Of me in absence. I've u gmtefiil soul : 
I'll make you heir of all my father's lands, 
His gems, and gold, and floating argosies ; 
All sbaJl be yours ; I will not live to leave 
Widow or child to roh so Icind a mother. 



I'eaee, pe;ice, yoLi hurt luy lieiirt. 



1 swear to do'fc. 

By those dark Tliree who ont tliu threads of life ! 
By Plutiis, God of gold ! By Minos, judge, 
And cruel Cupid ! By my own lost life, 
And iiiui'dcrod hopes, T swear! 



Oh ! Do not talk thus. 

\1 not for me, yet for your lather'tj sake, 

Spare me, my sun ! 
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DllAMATIC SCENE?. 



My fatlior ? ho is dead. 



But when he lived he was moat merciful ; 
Tempering the angry feelings which will rii 
la every mind (and lead in some to ruin) 
By draughts of that divine philosophy 



0, the brave drink ! Abroad, abroad, we had 
Huge flasts which all went flaming to the brain. 
Dark, sweet, and full of sin ; and so I drank, 
And drank and drank the livelong day and night. 
And chewed the bitter laurel for my food. 
Whose roots are watered, aa wild poets tell, 
By the immortal wells of Caataly. 



Why that looks well. 1 love it. 



"What do yon love, my si 
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THR BROKEK HF.AHT. 



Althougli your hosband diud so long ago. 



I do not weep foi' liiii 



Not weep for him ? 

Then shame seal up your mouth. Waa lie uol Itiud V 

Was he not good ? he waa ; aud yet joii weej) not : 

Weep you the laay louely widow's life ? 

Tush ! you may buy anotlier husband yet. 



I do not ivish't. I cannot match the last. 



You cannot, madam ; (That was true at least.) 
No, though you gaze from evening duskj till Mom 
Comes climbing up the bright steps of the East ; 
Nay, tho' you watch for hearts from dawu till dai'k. 
Unmatchable 'mongst men, so Itind, so true, 
Abhorring falsehood with a natural hate, 
And full of pity was he, — but he died ; 
G-ood father ! how he loved his poor pale son. 
And how he feared (do you remember that ?) 
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ItltAiUATlC SIJUNIB. 

His ruce shuukl end witJi inc. H« ■i--iBi3ed— yai 
H"o child of mine shall ever bear oiii- name. 
And make'fc more noble, ho, I ain the last ! 
The last-, last scion of a gracious tree ; 
I'or you, my mother, now Lave striiek mo down 
And withered all my branches. Ho, t'nrewell. 



]^\irewell ! Yet stay 



Farewell, aud pardon ! Blessings (if the son 
May bless the mother) rest upon your heart, 
Be calm, be happy : think of me no inoi'c. 
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SCVRNE U.-~Si/Ive,sira's Chmnher. 

JjiKOSYMO. SYWrSTHA. 



So, all is liuslied at laat. Miat ! There she lies, 
Who slioidd have been my own. Sylveetra ! Hark ! 
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DIUMATIC SOENl'S. 

She sleeps ! aiid froia lier parted lips there coincs 

A fragrance, such as April mornings steal 

From awakening flowers. Tliere lies her arm, (sweet a 

More white than mai'ble, on the qnilfced lid. 

'Tia motionless, AVhat if she Uvea not P Oh ! 

How beautiful she is ! How far beyond 

Those bright creations, which the fabling Greeks 

Placed on their cold Olympus. That great queen 

Before whose eye Jove's starry armies shrank 

To darkness, and the wide and billowy seas 

Grew calm, was a leper to ter. Look, oh, look ! 

Her beauty (that most pure divinity) 

Doth away the troubled blood till it stands charmed. 

Adoring,— Hark, she miirmvira. Oh, how soft! 

Sylvestra ! 



llii ! who's there ? 



Must I then speak, and tell my name to you ? 
Sylvesti-a ! know mc now : not now P O Pain I 
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THE BROKEM HEART. 



Ilafcli grief indeed so ehauged my voice ; so much 
That you — you know me noi ? Alas ! 



-uegone ! 

I'll wake my husband if you move a step. 



.Teronymo, Jeronymo ! 'tis I. 



Ha ! speak again ; yot, i 



Hide your eyes : 

Ay, hide them, raarj;ied woman ! leafc tliey look 

Oa the wreck of him who loved you. 



Loved me ? no. 



Jioved you lilto life, like heaven and happiness ; 
Loved you and wore your image on his heart 
(111 boding amulet) 'till death. 
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]mAMATIC SCENES. 



And now I come to bring joiw wandering thoughts 
Back to their innocent home. Do you not know, 
Pale spii-its have left their leaden urns, to tempt 
Wretches from sin ? Some hsive been heard to laugh 
Ghastlily on — the bed of wanionness, 
And touch the limbs mtb deatli. 



Ton will not hann me ? 



Why not ? — No, no, poor girl ! I would not mar 
XoTur delicate limba with outrage. I have loved 
Too well for that ; too long ; all our abort livee. 



Our Bad abort lives ! 



Sylvestra, you and I 

Were cliildren here some few sliort springs a 
And loved like children : I the elder ; yon 
The loveliest girl that ever tied her hair 
Across a sunny brow of Italy. 
■ I still remember how, thougb otbers wooecl, 
Tou ever p 
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'i'HK BllOKlilN HEAET, 



1 ttmk you. loved me : How I loved, my lieart 
8till tella me trembling. So I fein would bring 
You comfort ere I go. Speai! the time's short, 
For death has touched me. 



Sweet, I am dying-— djiog. All my biood 
Grrows colder as I talk ; my piilsea strike 
More slowly ; and before the morning sun 
Visits your chamber through those trailing vitiett, 
I shall lie here, here in yonr chamber, dead. 



Yet I'd not do so, Bylvestra. 
I will hut tell jou, you have used me hai-shlj, 
(That is not much,) and die ; nay, fear me uot, 
I would aot chill, with this deeayiag touch, 
That bosom where the blue veins waader 'roimd, 
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Nor should tty cheek, still fresh in beauty, fade 
Erom fear of me, a poor lieart-brolteu wretch ! 
Look at me. "Why, the winds sing through my hoi 
And children jeer me, and the boughs that wave 
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THE BROKEH nEAK'i'. 



And whisper loosely in the summer aii-, 
Shake their green leavea in mocltery, us to si 
" Wc are the longer livers." 



I've numbereii eighteen winters. Much may lie 
In that short compass ; but my days have been 
Not happy. Death was bi^y with our house 
Early, and nipped the comforts of my home, 
Aud sickness paled my cheek, and fancies (wild, 
Strange, bright, dcluaive stars) came wandering by n 
There's one you know of: that— no matter— that 
Drew me from out my way, (a perilous guide,) 
And left me sinking. I had gay hopes too. 
But heed them not ; they aro vanished.. 



I— Oh, heart ! 

I thought, (speak softly, for my husband sleeps,) 
I thought, when you did stay abroad so long. 
And never sent nor asked of me or mine. 
You'd quite forgotten Italy. 



Sjieak again. 
Was't so indeed ? 



,yGoo»:^lc 



UEAMATIC SCENES. 



Indeed, indeetl. 



I aee it ; 

Tlie motlier's pride, the ■woman's trea«lierj'. 
Yet, wliafc liad I done Fortune that elie could 
Abandon me so entirely ? Never mind't : 
Have a good heart, Sylvestra : they who hate 
Cau kill \m, but no more ; that's comfort, dear ! 
We'U fly from our pursuers, and be quiet. 
The journey is but short, and we can reckon 
On slumbering sweetly with the freshest earth 
Sprinkled about us : There no storms cau shaki 
Our secure tenement ; nor need we fear, 
Though cruelty be busy with our fortunes. 
Or scandal with our names. 



Sweet ! in the land to come we'll feed on flowers. 
Droop not, my child. A happy place there is : 
Know you it not (all paiu and wrong shut out) 
"Where man may mix with angels. Tou and I 
"Will wander there with garlands on our brows, 
And talk in music. "We will shed no tears, 
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Save thoso of joy ; nor siglis, imleaa for love, 

Look up aad straight grow happy. We may love 

There without fear : no mothers there, no gold, 

Nor hate, nor human pei-fidy ; none, none. 

Sweet one, we have been wronged. My own delight ! 

Too late I see thy gentle eonatancy : 

Too late thy uuatained love. Did'st think nie changed V 

Why I wrote, and wrote long, fond letters ; aU, 

Steeped all in tears ; I wrote, but you were silent. 

At last suspicion touched me : I came home : 

And found you married. 



Then I— Then I 

Grew moody, and at liinea J fear my brain 
Was fevered ; but I conld not die, Sylvestra, 
And bid you no farewell. 



Jeronymo ! 

Break not my heart thus ; they— I was betrayed. 

They told me you had found a face more fair 

Than poor Sylvestra's ; that (grown false) you bad learned 

To scorn your poor and childish love ; ah, me ! 

They threatened, swore your heart was breaking ; yes, 
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DRAMATIC SCENES. 

Because it wanted freedom. Then — look aside— 
Tlien — tlieii they— married me. 



What is't ? Speak ! 



The melancholy winds, which shun the day, 

And mourn ahroad at dark, are chaunting now 

A funeral dirge for mo. Sweet, let mo lio 

Once on thy breast : I will not chill't, my love, 

With my cold cheek ; nor stain it with a tear. 

It is a shrine where innocent love might lie ; 

Where murdered love should end. For once, Sylvestra ? 



Pity me ! 
How I pity ! 



Talk not thus ; 

Though you but jest, it makes me tremble. 
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THE BROKEN HEAET. 



Jest? 

Look in my eyas and mark liow true my etory. 
Nay look ; for on their glassy surface lies 
Death, my Sylvestra. It is Nature's last 
And beautiful eifort, to bequeath a Are 
To orbs whereon the Spirit sate thro' life. 
And looked out in its moods of thought and joy, 
Eevealing all that inward worth and power, 
Which else would want their true interpreters. 



Yes ; 'tis thus Pd die. 



Do ao, and I'll smile too. 

I do ; albeit — ah ! now my patting words 

Lie heavy ou my tongue ; my lips obey not ; 

And — speech— comes difficult from me. "Wliilo I c 

Farewell. Your hand ! I cannot soo it. 
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DRAMATIC SCENES. 



"lis so : but scorn it not, my own poor girl. 
They've used us liardly — liardly ; yet ttou wilt 
Forgive tliem ? One's a motlier, and may feelj 
Wlicn that she knowa me dead. Some air ; more air : 
Where are you ? I am blind ; ray hands are immhed r 
This is a wintry night. So, — cover me. 
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" Predarigo, of ttie Alberighi ftmily, lowd a Beutlenomau, Bud was uot 
wastad all his lauds and goods, havlUB nothing left him but a hawk or 

conquored i}y this excsediiig kiod courtesie, siifl ohimged h&c fovsasi 
towards Mm. accepting him as hor husband iu marriage, aud made biia E 
woalbliy pcsB^B^QUB." — BocE<tfftno^ (Old trajialalJou.) Flfllidaj: Novel: 
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SCEJN'E 1. — OiiUide of a Gottage. SunseL 



(ulvwe). 

Oh. ! Poverty, and have I learnt at laat 
Thy bitter leaaon? Thou forbidding power 
That hast such sway upon thia thriving earth. 
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DEAMATIG SCENES. 

Stem foe to oomforfc, sleep's dis^Liieter ; 

What Lave I done that thou should'st Bmite me tlius ? 

An open hand had I in happier times, 

And when the feathered Fortune here me high, 

I scattered gifts below. 

'Tis the set of Sun ! 

How like a hero who hath run his course 

In glory doth he die ! His parting loot 

(Too beautiful for death) lights up the west 

With crimson, and deep dyes the waadering clouds 

With every tint that makes the rainbow fair. 

Bright King ! not unattended dost thou leave 

The world that loved thee : Earth, and all hor crowds, 

Which late were joyous, pay dumb homage now ; 

Unutterable stillness, golden calm. 

The winds and waves unmoviDg'. 

Sometimes one lonely note is heard, which marks 

And makes more lieh the silence ; nothing more 1 

Thus, in great cities, the cathedral dock 

Lifting its iron tongue, doth seem to stay 

Time for a moment, while it warns the world 

(Sweet sound to those who wake, or watch till mom,) 

" Now goes the midnight." Then I love to walk 

And hear that hoarse slow-fadiug clang grow sweet, 

As upwards to the stars and mighty moon 

It bears calm tidings from this dreaming globe. 

Ah 1 why may not the poor man ever dream ! 

A step f who's there ? A lady ? 0, Giana ! 
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THE FALCON. 
GiaiTA and her MiiD ealer. 



No, dear lady ; 

Honoured I own, that my poor dwelling should 

Eeceive so fair a guest. 



Ton have forgotten 
The past times tlion ? 



No, no ; those sweet times live, 
Flowers in my faithful memory, kept apart 
For holier hours, and sheltered from the gazt 
Of rude uncivil strangers ; they are now 
My only comfort ; ao lest they should fade 
I use 'em gently, very gently, madam, 
And water 'em all with tears. 



Tour poverty 

Has made you gloomy, Siguier Frederigo. 



Pardon me, madam : 'twas not well, indeed, 
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DEAMATIC SCENES. 



To meet sucli a guest with s 
For happiness. 



Alas ! 1 fear not si 



Oh! yea, yea: and you well become it ; well. 
May grief ne'er trouble you, nor heavier hours 
Weigh on ao light a heart. 



You well reprove nie ; 
Light and unfeeling. 



Tet I meant not so. 
&iatia.! let me sink heneath yonr scoru 
If ever I reproach you ; what am I, 
Outcast from Fortune, all my father's gifts 
Laviahed and lost by folly 



Oh ! no, no : I had many faults 
Whose bin-tlien rests with me : thcr 
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THE FALCON. 



Tliat X eliould dare reproach yon ? As I a 
.Know me your truest servant ; only that ; 
And bound to liye and die for you, 



No more. 

Let us enjoy the present. 



My lady, sir, 

Is come to feast with y 



I am too honoured : Can you then put up 
With my (so poor a) weleotaing p If the heart 
Could spend its wealth in entertainment, I 
Would feast you like a queen : but, as it is, 
You will interpret kindly ? 



Oh ! I know 

I come to a aeholar's table. 'Now we'll go, 
And rest us in your orchard for a wliile. 
The evening breezea will be pleasant there : 
Per a short time, farewelL 
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DEjVMATIC sceses. 



Farewell, dear madam : 

I hope you'll find there some— all ! 'ware the step. 



'Tis but au awkward entrauce, sir, indoed. 



You'll find some boolcs in the arbour, where you rest. 
They are hooks of poetry. If T remember, 
Ton loved sueh stories ouce, thiuting tfiey brought 
Man to a true and fine bumauity. 



Tou'vo a good memory, aignior. Tliat must b 
Stay, let me count : ay, some six years ago. 



About the time. 



Ton wore thought hoir, I tliinlf, 

Then, to the Count PLLipiDo: you displeased h 

How was'tl' 



Ob ! some mere triile ; I forget. 
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THE FALCON. 



Nay, teli nie ; i'or some said you were ungrateful. 



1 <;oi.iM not marry to liis wish. 



Thus simply : nothing more, believe it. 



I did not know it. ifTot marry to his wisli ! 



She comes to dine ; to dine with mo, who am 
A beggar. Now, what shall I do to give 
This idol entertaiument ? not a coin ! 
Not one, by Heav'n, and not a friend to lend 
The Teriest trifle to a wretch like me. 
And she has descended from her pride too— no ; 
No, no ; she had no pride. Kow if I give 
Eicusings, she will think I'm poor indeed, 
And say misfortune starved the spirit hence 
Of an Italian gentleman, No more : 
She must be feasted. Ha ! Jio, no, no, no. 
Not that way : Any way but that. Biauca ! 
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DKAMATIC SCENES. 

fiito' BlANUA. 



This lady comes to feast. 



On wliat, sir ? There 

Is scarce a morsel ; fruit perliaps- 



Thenl 

Must take mj gim aiid stop a iiioal i' tbe a 



Impossible. Old Mars, you know, 
Friglita every bird away. 



Ah ! villain, ho 

Shall die for't ; bring him hithor. 



Sir ? What can yoi 
Our falcon ? 



Ay, that murderous kite. How oft 
Hath he slain innoceut birds : now he shall die. 
'Tia fit lie should, if 'twere biit in requital ; 
And he for once aliaU do me service. Quick ! 
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I'll wring liis cruel lioad, and feast mj queen 
WoMnly. 



Where P vile bird ! 

There — I'll not look iit him. 



Alaa ! he's dead ; 
Look, look ! ah ! how li 



Fool ! Ecgone ! 

Fool ! ani not I a fool — a selfish slave ? 

I am, I am. One look : ah ! tliere he lies. 

By Hcav'n, he looks reproachingly ; and yet 

I loved thee, poor birdj when I slew thee. Hence ! 

[BlA 

Mara ! my brave bird, and have I killed thee, then, 

Wko was the truest servant — loved me ao, 

"When all the world had left nie P Never more 

Shall thou and I in mimic battle play. 

Nor thou preteud to die, (to die, alas !) 

And with thy quaint and grave-eyed tricks delight 

Thy master in his solitude. No more. 
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No more, old Mars ! (tHou wast the god of birds,) 
Shalt thou rise fiercely on thy plumed wing. 
And hunt the air for plunder : thou eould'at ride 
(None better) on the fierce wild mountain wiada 
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THE BALCOW, 

When birds of leaser courage drooped. T've seen 

Thee scare the phinderiiig eagle on his way, 

(For aU the wild tribes of these circling woods 

Knew thee and shunned thy course,) and thro' the air 

Float like a hoYering tempest, feared by all. 

Have I not tiiowa thee bring the wild awan down. 

For me, thy cruel master : ay, and stop 

All wanderers of the middle air, for me 

Wlio killed thee — murdered thee, poor bird ; for thou 

Wast worthy of humauifcy, and I 

Feel with these shaking hands, as I had done 

A crime agiihist my race. 
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DEAMATIG SCENES. 



SCENE ll.-^A Soom. 
Fredehiqo. Gim^a, 

Yon fclilnli; it strange tlmt I slioiild visit yon ? 



No, madam, no. 



Toil must : ev'n 1 myself 

Must own the visit strange : it is most stran 



I iim most grateful for it. 



Hear me, first. 

Wliiit thinlt you brought me liither ? I've a suit 

That presses, and I look to you to grant it. 



'Tis but to uame it, for you may command 



,yGoo»:^lc 



THE FALCON, 



My life, my sorvico. Oh ! liut you Itaow tliia : 
You injure wlien you duubt. 



I do not doubt. 

Now for my errand : Gentle aigiiior, listen : 

I have a child ; no mother ever loved 

A son so much : hut that you, know him, I 

"Would say how delicate he waa, how good. 

But oh ! I need not tell his sweet ways to you : 

Tou know them, signior, and youp heart would grieve 

(I feel't,) if you should see the poor child die ; 

And now he's pale and ill. If you could hoar 

How he asks after you, aad says he loves you 

Nest to his mother. 



Madani, stay your tears, 

Cau I do aught to soothe your pretty hoy ? 

I love him as my own. 



I forget. 

And yet I love Iiim, lady : am 1 too bold ? 
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DEAMATIO SCENES. 



Oh, no. X tliank you tov your love. 



To my poor child : he pines and wastes away. 
One thing alone in all the world he sighs for.; 
And that' — ^I cannot name it. 



It is, it is : T shame to aak't, 



'Tis yours ; 

Were it my life. Whai; have I, and not yonrs f 



It is— the falcon. 

Ah, pardon me : I see how you love the bird. 
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THIS FALCON. 



I feel vaj folly, sir. 

You skall not part with your poor faithful bii-d : 

I had no right (t least of iili) to aak it. 

I will not rob you, sir. 



Oil ! that you could I 

Poor Mars ! Your child; madam, will grieve to hear 

His poor old frieud is dead. 



Impossible, 

I mot him as I entered. 



Nay, this is not like you. 'Why not refuse? 
T do not need e 



G-raeiona lady, 

Eelieve me not so poor ; tho bird is dead, 
Tiisten : you came to Tiait me — to feast : 
Tt was my barest hour of poverty ; 
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I had not one poor coin to pureJiaae food. 
Could I for shame confess this to you ?—^ow ? 
I saw the descending beauty whom I loved 
Honouring my threshold with her step, and deign 
To smile on one whom all the ^vorld forgot. 
Once I had been her Iotcp, (how sincere 
Let me not say :) my name was high and princely : 
My nature had not fallen. Gould I stoop 
And say how low and abject was my fortune ? 
And send you fasting home ? Tour servant there 
Would have scorned me. Lady, even then I swore 
That I would feast you daintily : — I did. 
My noble Mars, thou wast a glorious diah 
Which Juno might have tasted. 



What is this ? 

We feasted on your noble bird ? Good bird ! 



lie has redeemed my credit. 

You have done 

A pi'incely tiling, Prederigo. If I e'er 
IWget it, may I not know happiness. 
Sjgnior, you have a noble delicate mind, 
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THR FALOON. 

A heart such as in hours of pain op peril 
Metliiuks I covild repose on. 



I have a cliild who loves you. Por his inoWiei 
YotiVe wrouglit a way into lier inmost heart.. 
Can she requite you ? 



How ! what mean you ? — -JVIadam ! 

Q-iana, sweot Giana, do not raise 

My wretched heart ao liigh ; too higli : do not— 

'TwHl break on falling. 



But it shall not fall, 
If I can prop it, or my band repay 
Xour many gifts, your long fidelity. 
I come, Trederigo, not aa young girls doj 
To blush and prettily affect to doubt 
The heart I know to be my own. I feel 
That you have loved me weU. Forgive me, now, 
That circumstance (which some day I'll make known) 
Kept me aloof. My nature is not hard, 
Altho' it seemed thus to you, 
117 
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DRAMATIC SOENJJS. 



What eaxi I say ? 



Notliing. I read y 



It bursts, my love : but 'tis with joy, with joy. 

Giaua ! mt/ GHana ! are you mine ? 

Speak, lest I fear I dream. "VTe — wo will have 

Nothing hut lialcyon days. Oh ! we will live 

As happily as the bees that hive their sweets, 

Ae gaily aa the 3ummer fly, but wiser : 

m be thy servant ever. I will be 

The sun o' thy life, faithful through every season, 

And thou ahalt be my flower perennial, 

My bud of beauty, my imperiid rose, 

My passion-flower, and I will wear thee here. 

Here, on my heart, and thou shalt never fado. 

I'll love thee mightily, my queen, and in 

The sultry hours I'll sing thee to thy rest 

With music sweeter than the wild wind's song ; 

And I will swear thine eyes are like the stars, 

Thyself beyond the nymphs who, poets feigned. 

Dwelt long ago in woods of Arcady. 

My gentle deity 1 I'll crown thee with 

The whitest lilies, and then bow me down 

Love's own idolater, and worship thee. 
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And thou wilt theu be mine, my beaiitiful 'i 
How fondly will we love through life together ; 
Aiid wander, heart-linked, thro' tlie Imsy world 
Like birds in eastern story. 
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DRAMATIC SCSNES. 



I'll be a miser of thee ; watch thee ever ; 
At mom, at noon, at eve, and all the night, 
"We will have clocks that with their silver chime 
Shall measure out the moments : and I'll mark 
The time, and keep love's endless calendar. 
To-day I'll note a smile : to-morrow how 
Tour bright eyes spoke — how saucily ; and then 
Eecord a kiss plucked from your currant lip. 
And say how long 'twas taking : then, thy voice, 
As rich as stringfed harp swept by the winds 
In Autumn, gentle as the touch that fails 
On aerenader's moonlit instrument — 
Nothing shall pass unheeded. Thou shalt be 
My household goddess ; nay Biaile oot, uor shake 
Baekwarda thy clustering curls, incredulous : 
I swear it shall be ao : it ehall, my love. 

Why, now tliou'rt mad indeed : mad. 



Oh ! not ao. 

There was a tender sculptor ouoe wlio loved 

And worshipped the white marble which he shaped. 
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Till, as the stoiy goes, the CyprLis' ijueen, 
Or some sucli fiae kind-hearted deity, 
Touched the pals atone witli life, and it becaino 
Pygmalion's bride : but thee — on whom 
Hature had lavished all her wealth before. 
Now love has touched with hoauty ; doubly fit 
Por human worship thou, thou — let mc pause ; 
My breath is gone. 



With delight. 

But I may worship theo in ailouce, still. 



The flight is come ; and I innafc go | farewell ! 
Until to-mowoiv. 



Oh ! not yet, not yet. 

Behold! the moon ia up, the bright-eyed moon, 

And sheds her soft delicious light on us. 

True lovers re-united. Why ehe smiles. 

And bids you tarry : will you disobey 

The Lady of the Sky? 
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DIUMATJC SCEKKS. 



Saj', 1 inijst go. 



Tlieu we>iiUgotogetlie. 



]Sot to-uiglit 

My eervants wait my coiuiug ; not fur oil'. 



A few more words, and then I'll piirt with tlice, 

For one long night : to-morrow bid me come,. 

(Thou hasfc already with thine eyee,) and liricg 

My load of love and lay it at thy feet. 

— Oil ! ever while those floating orbe are bright 

Shalt thou to me Ije a sweet guiding light. 

Once, the Chaldean from his topmost tower 

Did watch the stars, and then assei-t their power 

Throughout the world : bo, dear Griiuia, I 

Will Tindicate my own idolatiy : 

And in the beauty aud the spell that lies 

III the sweet meanings of thy love-Jit eyes ; 

In thy neck's purple veins, which downward glide, 

Till in the white depths of thy breast they hide; 

In thy clear open forehead ; in thy hair 

Heaped in rich tresses on thy shoulders fair ; 

In thy calm dignity ; thy modest sense ; 



,yGoo»:^lc 



THK FALCO^^. 

In thy most soft and winniiig eloqueiice ; 
In woman's gentleness and love, (now bent 
On me, so poor,) aliali lie my argument. 



THE LAST ROMG-. 



Must it be P— -Tlieu farewell, 

Thou whom my woman's heart elierialied so long ! 

Farewell ; and he this song 

The last, wherein I mj, " 1 Inved thee well." 

Many a weary atraiu 

(Sever yet heard by thee) hath this poor breatii 

Uttered, of Love and Death, 

And mdden Grief, liiddea and chid in vain. 

Oh ! if in after years 

The tale that I am dead ahall touoh thy heart, 

Bid not the pain depart ; 

But shed, over my grave, a few sad tcara. 
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DRAMATIC SGERKS. 

Think of me, — still so young, 

Silent, tho' fond, who oast my life iiwaj, 

Daring to disobey 

The puBaionatc Spirit that around me eliiiig. 

rarewell again ! and yet 

Must it indeed be so ? and on thia shore 

Shall thou and I no more 

Together Bee the sun of the Summer set ? 

For me, ciy days are gone ; 

No more shall I, in Tintage times, prcpsire 

Chapleta to bind my hair. 

As I wtia wont. (AJi, 'twas for thee alone.) 

But on my bier I'll lay 

Me down in frozen beauty, pale and wan, 

Martyr of love to man ; 

And, like a broken flower, gently deoay. 
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Qart th Seranb. 
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PANDEMONIUM. 



SCENE— Pandemobium. A vast Sail, diml^ lighted, is seen; 
in the distance a river of fire, A throne and seats around 
are vacant. A band of Spirits is lieard in the air. 



Spieits ! Angels ! Cherubim ! 
Kings, and Stars, and Seraptim 
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UEAMATIC SCKHES, 

Armies, and battalions, — driven 
Headlong from the aznre Heaven, 
By the keen and blasting light. 
And the racldcg thnnder-blight. 
And the terror of The Ban, 
Come 1 unto onr gieat Divan ' 

[ffosli jf Spirits del etid aiid tise Jioiii. difutnf gwaUi'. 
MoLOoH (fejeenda auddeiilii and takes hia s'uJiiJii rHOiut. 
leawaes 
Come' He comes , the eiiroaon kiug. 
On hi8 broad wide-wandering wing ; 
As a comet, fierce and bright, 
Eushea throngh a moonless night. 

[Bblial descends swiftly iipo» Ids tlirone. 
He is come, the angel brother, 
]?airer, and yet like the other, 
As the thought is like the deed ; 

Swift, but with uuerring speed. [Abaddon desmids. 

And a third, (amongst a choir 
Of thunders) the sublime Destroyer ! 
Who from blood did take his birth, 
And built his fame upon the earth, 
Higher than the victor's glory. 
Death-propped and made false in story. 



[Mammoh descends sloicly. 



"Who k this,— a Hamiiig error, 
'Without speed or sign of terror, 
Covered by his golden robe ? 
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I'AKDEMOWIUM. 



He is Iting of all the globe ; 
Master of the earthen deepa. 
Where the hliiid bright treasure slee 
Crowned lord of courts and bowers, 
Dicers' hearts, aud women's hours. 



[A host u/ Spirits is heard rasldiig fvnoanU. 



Come !— They come. The air is heavy 

With the iron-handed levy. 

Every wind is loaded well 

With the rank aud wealth of Hell ; 

And the fiery river daShes, 

Boundiug into double light. 

As one by one a Spirit flashes 

On the clond-incumbered night. 

IThs light increases .- large fioviers urn am 

And, lo ! the vast blood-grainfed flowers 
Unfold wide their broad pavQions ; 
And the iiight-espandiog Dreams, 
And the star-awakened millions 
Clothe them in fresh powers. 
And rusli to the dawning beams. 



Come, come ! In this bliglited a 
The children of ruin and sin are fail 
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We shout and we play, 
ITor Death, is away, 
Making on earth a (iarlc holiday. 
O King of the Night! 
"Where sleeps thy scorn ? 
AYherc tarries thy light, 
O Prince of Morn ? — 
Come! O come ! 

[The approach of S^tan is scm afar off. 
Come ! — He comes, he comes, he comes ! 
Strike the tempest from the drums ! 
Scatter music upon the air ! 
Drown the dissonant toDgues of care ! 
Bid the raging trumpets blow ! 
Let the crimson liqiior flow ! 
Bid the Bacchanals shriek and cry, 
'Till the maddened Echoes fly 
Bound and round the mighty halls, 
'Till the sound to silence falls ! 

[lie is distiiifiuis!i.Ed nearei: 

Come !— He comes, the king oi kings ! 

On his bright angehc w lug^, 

Which have swept through spate ind night. 

Swifter than the arrow's flight. 

Thorough Chaos and its dark stjeam, 

As a thought doth pierce a dream, 

[Satan deseeads ujion. Ids throne, uldch expands. 
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PANDBMONIDM. 



Hail, all liail ! — Thy brethren bowed 
Welcome thee from flame and cloud ; 
Spirita of the wind and thunder, 
(Who have lain in sullen wonder 
Ever since the great Diamay,) 
Stand up again in strong array ; 
Eagle spirits who face the Sun ; 
Gods, whose glittering deeds are done 
On the crumbling edge of ruin. 
When the muttering St-orni ia wooing 
(With love-threats upon hia lips) 
Earthquake, and the coy eclipse. 
Hail! Hail! Hail!— We bring 
G-reafc welcome to our exile king ! 



Spirits, for this large welcome thanks as large ! 

Hail all! — Since last we met I have been wandering, 

Through stars and worlds, t-o the barred doors of Heaven ; 

And thence have sailed round the huge globea which lio 

Laaily rolling in the twilight air, 

And done ye service. On one (a belted world) 

I alit, and faced great statures like ourselves ; 

On one a race of madmen ; on another 

Women to whom the planets came down at night. 

All shapes I looked on; souls of every tinge, 

!From black ambition down to pallid hope. 
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Somo worshipped the white moon, and some the snn, 

Some stars, some darkness, and a host — themselves ! 

Some bowed before Abaddon's glory ; some 

Called on our Moloch here, and drank hot blood : 

Others to princely Mammon knelt, and watched 

His golden likeness ; while our Eelial (shaped 

Like Venus or libidinous Bacchus) reigned 

Omnipotent as Death. Even myself a few 

Did not disdain. 

gpirite ! I have sown fear 

Deep in bold heartSj and discord amidst calm ; 

Sharp hate I planted in the soil of love. 

And jealousy, that bitter weed which springe 

Even in tiie sky. Pride and revenge I gave 

To worms, which else had crawled, whereat they reared 

Their curling necks on mountain-tops, and threw 

Scorn and rebellious tlioaghta tow'rd Heaven itself. 



Since then 1 have flown across the perilous deep. 

Haunted by pain : the crash of rocks uptorn 

Sang by me, and the load mad hurricanes 

Beared through the ether, and hot lightnings sought n 

And bellowing in my track the Thunder ran. 



Still thou art here, unhurt ? 
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PAMDliMONIUM. 

Still I am liere, 

Undaiuited and uutouclicd. Now speak, Abaddon ! 
"Wliat haai; tliou wi'ouglit on earih tliese hundred yen 



That spiiere, thou know'at, was Moloch's. 'When he drove 

His red hattaliona from earth's air, I chained 

Outrageous Famine in her den, and fed 

The blue Plague till it panted into sleep ; 

Then to the Earthquake gave a populous town, 

And rested from my toil ; yet, — to pass time, 

I plucked a Seville doctor from his chair, 

And, clothed in his luafcy likeness, taught through Spain 

Averro^ and Q-alen. I talked holdly. 

Concocted poisons, and foretold eclipse. 

And wed inseparably mind to dust : 

So I'd a host of sceptics. What didst thou ? 



[T'j Mammom. 



Hearing of a rich Cardinal about to die, 

I lay me down beside the Vatican ; 

And, when I saw his soul escape in smoke 

Over Saint Peter's, I uncased my spirit. 

And stole into the scarlet churchman's heart. 

His corpse was quite oppressed, so many mourned ! 

Sighs that would sliips unanchor, groans which shoot 
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DRAMATIC SCENES. 

The Palatine and its myrtles, heaved the room : 
To stay which storm I rose. Tou should haye seen 
The pettieoat-moumera ! Two sad sons o' the Pope 
Cried ' Curse !' and dried their grief: the rest all fled. 
How well I did with aJ! his stolen wealth, 
s not me to mention. 



I have drnnk deep 

Amongst the Mussulmans ; have unveiled looks 

In cloisters that made monks forget their beads ; 

Blown lax siroccos on firm honesty ; 

And fired with amorous dreams the virgin's sleep, 



I sate beside 

A thronM king, and was his counsellor : 

And we knit laws together, such as hind 

Strong hearts unto our side, and some which chained 

The panther people, as the witch-moon hinds 

In terror or mute dreams the raging sea. 

Sometimes these links fell shattered ; but we glued 

The fragments with hot blood, and all grew firm. 

At last, that million-headed beast, whose frown 

Doth scare even thrones, the riotous rebel Mob 
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PANDEMOKIUM, 

Eosc up, and trod my master-ltiiig to dust. 
I left Ilia fragments on tlio city gates, 
And flew to join ye. 

The same burtlien still. 

This picture Lath two sides ; and oao is bright. 
"Wilt thou hear all f — Our gold forgets its power : 
It glitters still, looks rich, and smilea ; and yet, 
Like a false friend, it fails. 



Men multiply 

Like worms; tut though the strong still slay the weaii, 

Xet 'tis not much. Some rascal qualities, 

Pity, Bemorse, and Fear, usurp men's souls. 



Away ! away ! 

The church, which late we thought 
Grew up too lofty with its load of clay 
And toppled to its ruin, now reviyes. 

Ah, Moloch ! did I not confide to iliee 
That dusty planet P 
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I lijive done my best ; 

Nay, haye done well, too. Eor a iiundrcd years 

The wretches have been flgliting, men and boya, 

Slandering, thieving, lying, cutting tlu-oata, 

And drowned their passions in a crimson rain. 

Fierce Ignorance in college and chnrch has sate 

Throned, and (from fear) respected. Knaves liave thriven : 

Fools have sprung up and prospered : Truth has perislied. 

A few poor gaunt-eyed scholars, lean and pale, 

Have starved tliemselves in caves, or preached to air 

'Bout matters boyond mi/ capacity. 

'Tis that, good Moloch, which has wrought this ill. 



These imps, though small, are cunning. Thy plai 
la no match for their tricks. Our Eelial here 
Shall waste his leisure there a hundred years. 
"Wilt thou have comrades ? 



One. Our friend here (Mordax) 

Will give me his aid perhaps, unless he owns 

Some better engagement for the time. Wilt go ? 



. spirit ! AVilt thou follow our great brother ? 
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PANDEMOHIDM, 



Marlt! if thon dost, thoiigli 7iere tliou'rt free aa wind, 
Thou must obey. 



J. will obey the prince. 



'Tis rigbt.— {21* Eeliai.,) He aliall liEive license and lar 

gift", 

And take what shapes he likes and streteb of power. 
Hast thou matured thy plan ? Dost thou affect 
.Any pEirticular quarter of tho globe ? 



No, so it be but warm ; somewhere i' the South, 



Speak out ! 



As there arc some 

"Who in the race of thought outstrip the rest. 
And pluck the fruit alone, would 't not be well 
To make one great example ? There is a fellow, 
Who, aa 'tia boaated, scares the swerving stars. 
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DRAMATIC SCENES. 

Hoodwinks tlie moon, and earth q^uake and eclipse 
Commands by strength of prayer ; and ho cau tame 
Tlie tempest, and vast seas, thougii raging mad. 
He untwists dreams ; Time he outstrips ; and looks 
Eight through the future. Thus men hoaal. In fact. 
He can read our tlack language. 



How ! Who is't ? 



A Count of Ortiz, Fcman do Marillo. 



He is descended from, a meddling stock. 

One of his fathers I struck dead with blight 

At Cordova. Se fain would read our acts. 

And leam the qualities of death and fire. 

Hie thee to Spain, then, Mordas ! Ply, my brother 

There's much to do on earth if this bo true. 



'Tis truth, indeed. I have some good friends there, 
Inquisitors, and nobles, and cowled monks. 
Who, with the common herd, will give us help. 

And now, good brother ! we will say farowell. 
When thoH art gone, we will proceed in cotiueil. 
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Farewell ! I'll briug some histories for your ear, 
At our nest meeting. Long farewell to all ! 

[BBT.tAIi and MoKCSX ascend, and hk gradually lust in the diet 



Pare je well ! farewell ! 
May ye prosper, wheresoever 
Through the scorned earth ye go, 
Amidat death and pain and woe, 
Smiting always, healing never. 

FaTB ye well ! Farewell ! 
All the regions of great Hell 
Echo tlieir wide wonder, 
That a god should elsewhere roam, 
And the strong unwieldy Thunder 
Leaves his hlaclt and hollow home, 
- And along the brazen arches 
Pealeth, and the winged blast parclie: 
With its breath the iron shore ; 
And tlie billows, in red ranks, 
Eush upon the scorched banha, 



[DarhKSs corei'S th; asssmbhj at tke cOTichisiml 0/ the diorm 
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THE TEMPTATION. 

SCEKE I.— A Sired in Mureia. 
Tjif, Gimtit nf Ortiz amd Mobdas en/a; asfivm a Tavi 
COUNT {dnging). 
Wiue ! wine ! 
The child of the griipe ia minfl. 
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DRAMATIC SCENES. 

We'll nurse it s^aiu aud again, 
Until it array the train 
With wit, or until it expire 
In hot desire, 
And then we'll drink again, &c. 



I am well, quito well : the air blows fresli. 



If ever you should go to Lapland (mark ! 

To Lapland, where lean witches swee]i tlie inoou), 

I'll lend you a broom to ride on. 



Ea, hfi !'-weU ? 



I will, by Satlian ! Yon ahiill be equipped 
With expedition for a northern journey. 
But speakj^and ere the morning stars loolt psile 
We'll breathe above the Bidtie. 
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THE TEMI'TATIOR. 



I'll take tlvce there \ip<jii a gout's back flying : 

Look ! amongst all thoso lights. Dost see 'em twinkliii 



Away I 1 could not do an impious deed 
Before tlie eternal splendour of the stars ! 



Ho, ho, ho, ho ! Now 'tis my turn to laugh. 
By Momus, you jest well. Didst ever bear 
Of Agabei'tii, that moat famoiia witch ? 



Thou slialt see her. She shall give thee philtres, 
So thou mayst ciiauge to air, or walk in fljo. 



Peace, peace ! no more. The place seems full of frenzy. 
Millions of sparks go dancing through the air : 
My brajn grows sick and dizzy. How is this ? 
An armed phantom seems to gaze upon us ! 



That is my juaslei 
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DaAMATIC SCliNiSS, 



What, you piece ofeloucT? 



Ay, sir, yon lofty gentleman. Folks siiy 
He was a gambler once, and dared a stake 
Such as before or since was never won. 
He lost, indeed 



He came to ekow 
How tenderly be watches over iia. 
Hark! tbere ai'e footsteps coming' : This 
Tboy must not track us. Huab ! 



How tlic wind wails ! 



Vos FmaiAMP anil Issj; ei. 



Look ! wbere tbey go, well mated, (ralie and knave). 
The tavern brawler, and his crooked friend ! 
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'Lf D tin, — b i; ware 



If the fierce devil atilL 

Sends out his brood to hlacken this lair woi'lcl, 
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That slave is ouo ; lie with the dusk brute viaage, 
Aud slniffling gait, and gHtteriug scorching eyes. 



But Mauiiel, sir, has nought in common with him. 

The Count of Ortiz, be whoe'er his mates, 

Owns something stUl, methinlta, which ashs respect. 



So ! ao ! You love him stiU ? Tou, Melchior's daughter 
With half a kingdom for your dowry, Good ! 



I love liim ? — ^"Wcll, 1 love him. AVhat iiiuai follow ? 



Nothing ; all's said : The worst extremity 
Of baseness and enduring grief ia touched. 



Speak gently, sir ; and speak more uobly too, 

Of ono who (though now fall'n) was good and wise ; 

Valiant he is, sir, and a peer of Spain ; 

And on his brow wears his nobility ! 

Wh/ do you Hcom him, air ? He ever spoke 

Kindly of you : and when my Other's fame 

And tottering greatness asked for some strong help. 

He pledged his honor for his truth, and saved him. 
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THR TEMPTATION. 



That story wants but truth. If time he givon— 



If time be given, he'll force the world give baclt 
Its bright opinion, sir, and ahow him honour. 
Oh ! then {if he return, and stamd redeemed 
From his wild youth and be— what he mai/ be) 
Soon shall the poor maid cast her mask of prirlo, 
A:id look, once more, love upon Wanuol ! 
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J1R.AMATIC SCENES, 



SCENE II. — An ■underground C&meteri/. 



Adieu, Sir Pliosphor ! For thy light, talce tliaults ! 
We've barred the world out bravely, noble count! 



wo P Wbat ! is tlm tlie road ? 'tis '\nt 



Ay ; but as fire is struck from out cold stone, 
"We'll pluck briglit wonders from this world of n 
One of earth's wisest sons, 'tis said, taught men 
That they should seek her subtle secrets, not 
In their near likeness, but in opposite shapes. 



Wlio gnoR ? T thought— but no ; ' 



)iigbt, Lnok up! Tbif 
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THE TEJtPTATIOK". 



Take care, else you may stumtle on a king. 
Holla ! Metliouglit I trod on a fool'a akall. 
This is a learned spot ; perhaps a bed 
Of full blown doctors : —they are Larmless n 



Ton are a nice observer. 



Oh ! I am i^ed 

To choose 'tween knapo and fool. Dost thou not s 
There, — a pale stream of light, run to and fro. 
Threading the darkness ? — 'tis a madman's wits. 



"Where are we ? Let lis go. The air is close : 
And noises as of fidling waters, mixed 
With strange laments and huminings of fierce insects, 
Take my ears captive. 

fine harmony ! 

'Faith, they have dexterous fiddlers here. "Who blows 

The trumpet honeysuckle in my car ? 

Speak out, Sir Groomo. Hush ! hark ! That gentleman 

"Who beats the drum must be a cricket ? 
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a dcatli- watch. Now, sir, what's the niiitter ? 



I felt a clammy touch, as cold as deatli, 
Flap on my cheek, and something breathed on mo 
An earthy odour — faugh ! aa thougli the tougue 
O'er which 't had passed had fed on worms and du 
Again, — -who goes P Dost tliou not hear a tramplin 



Be calm : 'tis hut some people from tlie uioon, 

Or the star Venus, or from Mercury, 

Madmen, or rakes ; or monks, — fellows wto feed 

On air, and rail against our homely dishes. 

A plague upon the spiritual rogues, 

They always abuse their betters ! 

Hush, — sweet music ! 

The air is vital: every pore seems stung 

Until it whispers with a thousand tongues ! 

Voices are heard j faintly at first, id! becoming gradiudly more diatint 

Come away ! come away ! 

ePIKITS {o,hove). 

"Whither P whither P 
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SPIRITS {Idoiv). 

Come away ! come away ! 
And leaTe the light of the fading day ! 
Thorough the Tapour, across the stream 
Come, — as swiffc aa a lover's dream ! 

Come hither ! como hither ! come hither ! 
Over the wood and over the heather ! 
"Where winds are dying 
Along the deep ; 
Where rivers are lying 
Asleep, asleep ! 

SPIEITS (aiuw). 

We come ; we are coming ; Inii; whither F 
Come hither, come hither, come hither ! 



Hark ! hark ! hai'k ! harlt ! 

A power is peopling all the dai-k 

With wonder ; life, and death, and terror ; 

And dreams which fill the brain with error. 

The elves are coming in glittering streams, 

Loaded with light from the moon beams ; 

And the gnomes are behind in a dusky legioi 

Hurrying all to their earthen fare : 
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DRAMATIC SOllNES. 



Stand, and gaze ! for now ye are 
In the midat of a magic region ! 



Dost hear, Count ? Tiook about ! What see jou, sir ? 



I see a Tault, — specti'al,- — imineasnrable. 

Save that at times its gaunt and stony ribs 

Bulge through the dai'kneas and tetray its bounds : 

And now come countless crowds (millions on milHous), 

"Whirling like glittering fire-flies roimd about na. 

By hell, the tilings seem human ! Let me pass. 



Stay, stay, sir ; use more patience ; you'll dislodge 
These piles of coffins. Kings and counts lie here, sir. 
Shouldering each other from their places still. 
The Tillaiions lifeless lump of clay- 

What's that ? 

Methought I heard the arclies crack : — Look, Look ! 

The pillnrs are alive ! Each one turns rouud. 

And scowls, as though the weight crushed in his brain ' 

Dead faces leer upon me ; figures chatter ; 

And from the darkest depths watch horrid eyes ! 

Let me come near thee. 
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THE TEMPTATION. 



Ha ! T feel 

As tkougli I leant againat an iron sliapo. 

Thy sinews (and thy heart ?) are firmly tnit, 



Never did nerve or muscle yet give way, 

From fear, or pity, or remorse, or love ! 

Never did yet the bounding blood go back 

Into its springs, or leave my dusk cheek pale. 

But, I'll not boast at present. Some dull day 

I'll tell yon all I've done,— since Cain went mad. 

Meantime, let's see wliat comes. How fai-e you now ? 



I feel more firm since I did lean on thee. 

But, hark ! the ground labours with some strange birth. 

Wliat Tolumea of dark smoke it sends abroad ! 

Blow off the cloud ! [Mobdas blows, and a Mirrar is seen 

"What's here ? Methinks I see 

A mighty glass, set in an ebon frame. 



Eight, sir ; true Madagascar ; black as hate. 
Now then we'll show you what our ai-t can do : 
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DRAMATIC SCENES. 



Wilt have a giosi; from Lapland or Japan ? 
Speak ! for 'twill cost n minnte, and some rliym 



Y"ou're pleasant ? 



Sir J they'll not oboy plain prose. 
Wliate'or my friends, the utilitarians, preach, 
Verse has its use, you see : but listen, seuor. 
— Come ! 

"Without torch, or trump, or dram, 
Every fine audacious spirit 
Who doth vice or spite inherit ! 
By Mis name, long-worshipped 'round 
All the red realms undergvound, 
I bid and bind ye to my spell ! 
By the siimer who doth dwell 
In the temple, like a saint ! 
By the unbeliever's taiut ! 
By the human beasts who riot 
O'er their brothers graved in quiet ! 



Tou have a clioiee collection of quaint plira 



I picked 'em up, as men of reputation 
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'i'lIE TEMPTATION. 

Steal imisty phrases from forgotten books. 

Eut how's this ? 'Wake, dust o' the earth ! Are ye deaf? 

Mischievous ? mad ? or spelled ? or bound in brass ? 

Away 1 a million of yoii. tumbling imps 

That jump ahout here ! Hence, aod drag before us 

A squadron of sea-buried bones. Begone ! 

Eayage the deep, and let as see your hacks 

Crack with a ship load from the ooze. Oh, ho ! 

15ost thou not hear him ? 



A strange noise I hem 



It is the Atlantic stirring in hia depths. 

Dost hear his sponting floods ? Hark ! Banks and clift's 

Are broken, and the boiling billows ran 

Over the land and lay the sea-depths hare ! 

Now shall the lean ghosts laugh and shake their sides. 

Cramped by the waves no more ! 



How the winds blow ! 

A Throng of Shadows ruali in. 



We come : we have burst the chain 
Of slumber, and death, and pain. 
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UKAMATIG SOEHES. 

The ice bolts could not \>md us, 

Thougli they aLot through our shrunken forms ; 

And we left the swift light behind us, 

The wrack and the howling Btorma. 

A Qi-owp of Spirits descend. 

1 have trod the frozen monntaijis, 

1 have winged the burning air. 



I have left the boiling fountains, 
Which, like flowora rich and rare, 
Spread their leaves of crystal high, 
In the lonely polar sky ! 

A Criniid of Indian Spirits are dH-cenii vii. 

We are come : we came in legions 
From the flat and dusky regions, 
Where a wooden Giod they own. ! 
We have perished bone by bone, 
Crushed beneath the giant's car, 
While our mothers shouted far, 
Over jungle, over plain, 
And drowned the discord of our pain ! 
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■I'HE TEMPTATION, 



Tou aee, sir, you may choose your company. 



Ko more of this ; which may be false^ — or true. 
Let mc see one I know to he now dead. 



Dost see this tawdry eofdn f It is now 

A prelate's palace, — Bishop Nunez' see. 

The poor ad last can come quite near this saint: 

Nay, 'round him, now the worms are met in council ; 

Coasus and Lumhricus axe chosen presidents ; 

The one because he ia a judge of learning, 

And t'other has taste in flesh. Wilt see your friend ? 



No, let him rest ; poor Nunez ! What lies here 
Beneath this heap of rough and rotting boards ? 
A felon's body ! "Well, what shall be done ? 



Kick it, as you would spurn an enemy ! 

[CouBT tomehes it with his foot: the boards crumble aiaay and a b< 



Ha ! Sanchez ! Thou false friend ! Eise up, ye rocks, 
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DItAMATIC SCENES. 

Pillars, and floors of stone ! Sise iip aad crush 
The yillain downwards ! Hell liath. let him 'scape. 



This rogue looks paler than his shirl;. 



Look there ! 

Tho namo of Satlian is not on liis brow. 



And yet, in his black heart. 
The devil lived, and swayed him like a slave. 
And laughed, and lied, and with a glozing tongue 
Cheated the world of love. 



"What, this poor worm P 

What, he with his throat cut from ear to e 

Ha ! ha ! mighty man ! 



He slew my sister, 

So good, BO fair, so young ! 
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THE TEMPTATIOK, 



I witrrant you 

The gallant's sorry enough now. Begone ! | 

But how'a this P you loolc pale, sir. Lean ou me 

I'E be the reed, at least, if not the rock. 

But, linah 1 strange music, like a awarm of beea, 

Seems oozing from the ground ! 

TOiOES from hclaw. 
Hush 1 there is a ci-eature forming : 
Earth ia into beauty warming ; 
Between dust, and death, and life. 
There is now a crimson ati-ife : 
Between Sre and frozen clay, 
Water, ether, dai-kness, day. 
There is now a magic motion. 
Like the slumber of the ocean 
Heaving in the sullen dawn ! 
Is the cloud withdrawn ? 



'Tis withdrawn! 

Friends aad foes are met together, 
Like a day of AprQ weather, 
Beauty hand in hand with death ; 
"WTiat ia wanting P — only breath ! 

7'fc Skadov: qf the Body of a Girl rises. 
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DEAMATIO SCENES. 



:, ere I loolc. AVhat c 



ggirl. 

Tet— round lier whito throat winds a dark red li 
"What can it mean ? 

couNi {hMng -uji). 
Ha I 'tis herself, dead, dead ! 
Poor girl, poor girl, too early lost ! "Was Fate 
(Who gives to all the wretched store of years) 
A niggard but to thee ? 



Tet one loolc ; for methinks it is {though pale) 
A pretty picture. When ateni tyrants perish, 
False slaves, or lustful men, we look and loathe 
The ghastly bulks ; but Beauty, pale and cold, 
(Albeit washed never in Cimolian earth). 
Like the crushed rose which will not lose its sweets, 
Commands us after death. She sleeps, she sleeps ! 
Have you no power to wake her from her sleep P 
To give the old sad aecenfcs to her tongue ? 
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THE TEMPTATION. 



'Tis past my power. 



Noble Count, 

Dost tliink I'm bouglit with gold ? 



I'll worship tliee- 



TTmph ! that sounds better. Yet, 

I cannot <lo't ; or must not. "Wouldat thou have 

The dead turn traitors and betray the grave ? 



Didat thou not swear that 1 should look through time P 
See joy aud sorrow ? wherefore drag me here ? 



Sir, you sliall see the future, if you will. 

Eut, patience ! This fair thing must vanish first ; 

And then we'll try your fortune. Say farewell ! 
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BRAMATIC SCENES. 

Farewell, my dear one — Ha ! be gentle witt her, 

{Dh-ge, duritig wMch tlte Sody ei«fcj.) 
Lay her low in Tirgiii earth, 
1111 she claim a brighter birth ! 
Let the gentlest spirits weave 
Songs, for those who love to grieve ; 
Maidens, mothers, lovers (they 
Who have loclis too early gray), 
Fathers who are tempest to^ed, 
"Widows who have won—and lost ! 
Children, fairer than the morning, 
They who die and leave a warning, 
With the unhealing wound, whose smart 
Never quits the childless heart ! 

Now let us look on that which is to be. 



My glass is there; jet, ere you gaze, think well, 
The future- 



Bid it come, as terrible 

As tempest or the plague, I'll looi; upon't. 

And dare it to an answer, Methiuks I feel 
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! TEMPTATION. 



Swollen with courage or some grand despair, 
That lifts nie above fortune. Quiet ! ua¥eil 
Tour dusky mirror, you, lords of the mansion ! 



Baae goblins, quick ! Uuveil your lying glass, 
And let my lord look in. Now, noble Count, 
"What see you ? 



[Shadows 



Two figures, like ourselves ! 
We're linked together, Count ? 



True J but thy shadow 

"Wears a strange cunning look and quivering eye. 
And the fece changes — Ha ! from young to old, 
From fair to dark — from calm to smiles — to mirth ! 
From mirth, look ! into — Ha! Diinoriua ? 



,yGoo»:^lc 



BEAMATIC SCENES. 



'Tia gone! 

Metliought tbou didst assume a fearful visage. 
Let me look on thee, nearer : no, tliou'rt fair, 
As fair as truth. 



Wouldst thou 1)6 
Whiter than truth ? 



Why, — no : in fact, my notion 

la that she wears a much too cold complexion. 

Now, sir, I like the olive, — or the black. 

Then, she was naked, too, or pocta lie : 

Give me some covering, though't he but a mask. 



Forget It. 

Let us consult the min'or once again. 

{Oihsr Shadows appear. 
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Heaven ! 'tis herself, my love, my dear, dear Ihgk ! 
She will be mine. After Love's fears and pains, 
The god sits crowned with roses ! What are thei/ ? 

Your children. 

Botli ?— How fair ! no lily fairer. 
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DRAMATIC SCSNKS. 

See, with what matron smiles ihe iviotliet bonds, 
IQssing their yeinod temples with her lips ! 
Mine ? mine ? all mine ? 0, Fate, why did I swear 
Hate eTorlasting to thee ? I ahjiire 
My rashness at thy feet. 



Had you not better 

Dip once again in the darlt lottery ? 

Perhaps this spring may change. But see, what comes f 

[The Shitdowa alter. 



A thin shape comes : 'tis like myself; so liky. 
That, bnt 'tis younger and more spare and piile, 
I'd say — 'twas I, 



This phantom jvever lived. 



I'll call it. Thou— 



Be still ! You must not talk 
To that which ne'ei" was flesli. Unto my ears 
Confide your transports : We may talk together ; 
Though not to them. These pigmies are as proud 
As a rich tradesman, or a new-made lord. 
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THE TEMPTATION. 



Speak ! 



Porbid it, Heaven ! Sickness or want hatli struck 
This pale thin boy with deatli. Mnst Vie then hear 
Touth without blossom ? without age, decay ? 
After all childhood's ills and pains endured, 
(Before life's sweets are blown) 'tis hard to die. 
Let him not perish ! 



Do yeu pray to mn ? 



I had forgot ; m.6thought the thing was real. 
But, see, he comes alone ! Shew me the rest, 
All the fair shapes, and she, the first and fairest, 
Whose beauty crowns my dreams, whose heart is mine, 
My OKM .' Not all yonr juggling tricks can shake 
My trust in her unmatched fidelity. 



I said not she was false : she is most true. 
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DRAMATIC SCENES. 



O, my fast friend ! 



But beauty still ia frail ; 

And what diahonour could not, Djsatii liaa atruck ! 



Stand up, Oouut ! What, fall at the firai word ? 
"Why, tliia is hut the future. {Aside.) The weak fool 1 



thou false friend ! (He tiirna his hack on me.) 
Ia there no liope, no way, no — — ? 



Quick, c[uicl! ! 



You need hut change your livery. Count. 

TouVe served one thankless king ia camps and councils, 

Have got hard knocks, no rank, and little pay ; 
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THE TEMPTATION. 

?l!i¥o been disTionoiired ! What else need be said ? 
Push him aside, and choose a better master. 

COUNT {fu/uses). 

Uiiiph ! — ho must he n Idug. 



He is a king more vast and terrible 

Than any one whose cannon shakes the world. 

He hath huge boats, wide realms, and such a powei" 

As the strong tempest hath when it is wrotli. 

I'irte cannot awe him : Death is sworn his slave. 



Hu — sb ! You've guessed well. Hark ! his name — — 

{Whispm 



Avaunt ! "What ait thou ? Who act tliou ? 
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DEAMATIC SCENSS. 

Tour friend I [Thefyure of Mobdax cJiangrs. 

Tour fellow, too, wlio'll save all tboso you love : 

But, still, you must bo prompt. Tour vow runs fclms— - 

I will uot hear liim. Ears, shut up your sense ! 



Chooae and be quick, Count ; for you're in aomo peril. 

The Imjuiaitora have acented out your path, 

(Tliey are brave bloodhounds), and will soon be here. 



But they've racka, which change men's humours. 
Then, for the things thou lovest, t/ieir graves are opei 
Wilt save, or thrust them in ? 



Be dumb, thou tempter. 

Turn yoiur red eyeballs from me. O, 'tis fable, 
Blaclt, base, unfounded, falao : wliat else ? what else ? 
Tet, if it be, — and I can save them thus ? 

[A noke is heard at a distatice. 

Hark! they are on thee. 



,yGoo»:^lc 



'i'HE TBMP'J'ATION, 



Ha ! is death so near ? 

No matter j let it come. I slialie like foar ! 



I still call save ttee, thee and all tlioa loveat : 
Quicli, epeali tlie word. 



Tiio word ! wliat word ? Speak on. [Voices ore heard withaat. 



Tlioj'ro at the door. Say thus ; '■ I give my soul ■" 



Stay! stop! What shall be done? Now, life or death? 
The grave for her, — ^or love ? God help me ! Ha ! 
I'm safe : 'hvas a wild struggle ; but I'm safe. 
Fiend ! I abjure thee, (falls dottm), loathe thee. 

OFlflOEK (loilkOltt), 

Open the doors, 

In the name of the most Holy Inquisition ! 

Ha, ha ! tho holy rogues ! — (wMspering) You still may choose, 
Life, love, and wealth ? or the rack and scaffold ? Quiek ! 

oEFicBn (viiihoat). 
Burst through the doors ! 

\Th.e doors are h'ohen open, and OffieeM, &c., of the InquisUitra enler. 
IK 
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Ho ! soiKo upou him. Ha ! 

My lord of Ortiz ? Sir, Ooiint Melctior heard 

You were beaet by some fierce enemy, 

And Bent us here to sa¥0 you. liaise him up ! 

Now, where's your foo ? Seize on Wm ! 

A YOlClj] loAl^itS. 



I hear a horrid voice, but nothing see. 

Spread yourselves out, and search the vaults with c 

Haste, and let none escape. 

'Tis vain ; he's gone ! 

Wherefore he came, or who he is, or was 



We do not ash : Our master hade ns say 
He'd speak in private with you. 



He IS wise ; 

"Wise, good, and gentle, as a great man hIiouM he. 
Bring me before him ; I will try to tliank him. 
I'd go, hut cannot. 

TMOE Iwaghs again. 
Ha, ha! 
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Lean on me. 

Now let us haste : MefchiBts strange sin and horror 

Tenant these lonely vaults ; Perhaps they sit 

I7T i 
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DRAMATIC SCEH^, 



"Watehing tlie eouclies of fclie wicked dead ! 
Come, let us go : to the Coimt's house, my lord ? 



Ay, strait, strait, strait : (Aside) and strait to Inez' hosom ; 
Which was (and mnst oneo more be) my sweet home ! 

[CoDBT, i6c. exewat. 
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MICHAEL ANGELO. 
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MICHAEL ANGELO. 



SCENE— T/fC Sludy of Michael Angela at liofae. 

MlCUAKL AHGliLO AHD PUPILS. 



So, 'tis well done, Battigta ; ably drawn. 
Do thua, and thou wilt need no marble iame. 
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Look, Bllchael ! 



All ! 'tis bad. These cobra sleep 
Iiike death upon thy figures : touch them thus. 
This flesh ia liko a cardinal, red and dull : 
Thought should lie pale upon the scholar's cheek; 
Thus, — tlma. Aud now, my young friend, Coaimo, 
Give me thy sketch ; nay do not fear me. So ! 
Why thou Last overwrought this shape, my child, 
Cheating (fie ou't !) air-travelling Ganymede 
Of his boy-beauty. See, 'tis thus ; that eye, 
Lash't with dark fringe : touch the lip tenderly ; 
And hide his forehead all in cloudy gold. 
See, let him lie thus ; helpless ; thus, my child ; 
And clasp the eagle's taJon roimd hia arm. 
There, it ia done. "What think'at thou ? 



Oh ! 'tis brave, 

"i'is brave. Thy eagle ia the king of eagles 

As thou art king of painters. 
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mCriAEL ANGELO. 



IParae is a bounteous tree : 

Tip on its branches liang bubbles and goM. 

WHch wilt thou have ? 



Both, Miehacl. 



Art so greedy p 

Thou'lfc scarcely prosper. Wilt thou be the dog 

Who graaped at flesh and shadow, and lost all P 

Bring me that head of Taunus, Giacomo ; 

That — big aa a giaut, witl the snaky locks, 

And tie wild eyes, and nostrils stretched and blown. 

Ha I this ia right. 



'Tis like a Titan, Michael. 

None but thyself can niaster these great shapes. 



Ha, ha! — There, give it me, good Giacomo. 
"Why, how thou fis'st thine eye upon its eye : 
"Wouldst thou wage battle with it, Giacomo ? 



Shall I not copy it ? 
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DRAMATIC SCENES. 



Surely : but take heed : 

Mar not the thought which thou dost gaze upon, 

Translating it in blind obedience ; 

But steal the spirii, as old Prometheus won 

I^om Phcebus' fiery wheels the living light. 

It is not dainty shadows, nor harlot hues, 

(Though flushed with sunset, like Vecelli's gawds,) 

"WUl make a painter. Take great heed the mmd 

LIto in tho eye, and the wild appetite 

Breathe through the Ijosom aud the sinewy shape. 

Come near nic. Mark ! do not thou miss that turn, 



Gfood morrow, Michael. How thrive thy dosig 
IPoP the Pope's chapel P 



"Who speaks ? 



Thy pupil. Come I in good time ? 
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MICHA.BL AN&SLO. 



'Tis grand and beautiful. 



This yisagc came upon me while I slejit. 



the rich sleep ! Couldat thou not cos 
To quit her poppies, and aye toil for the 



Methought I lived three thousand years ago, 
Somewhere in Egypt, near a pyramid ; 
And in my dream I heard black Memnon playing ; 
He stood twelve cubits high, and, with a voice 
Like thunder when it breaks on hollow shores. 
Called on the sky, which answered. Then he awolfe 
His marble rai^ie, and with grave sweet sounds 
Enchanted from her chamber the coy Dawn. 
He sang, too — such songs ! Silence, who lay 
Torpid upon those wastes of level sand, 
Stirred ajid grew human: from its shuddering reeds 
Stole forth the crocodile, and birda of Hood 
Hung listening in the rich and burning air. 
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DRAHA'riC SCENES. 



Didst dream all tbis ? 



Ay, Eafffielle ; and ao gazed 

On Thelian Memnon, that hia image sunk 

]i^xed ill my brain. Lo ! this ia lio thou look'st o 



Sad watcher of the hours, which slowly creep 
Through melancholy nighta and desert days ! 
His look oppresses me. — What's lie? ah, ha! 
'Q'ia Faunus, ia it not ? That wreath of leaves, 
The crook, the panther skin, the laughing eyes. 
And the round cheet — or Bacchus ? Ah, 'tis he. 



No ; 'tia the wood-god I'ai 



A brave god. 

Stay ! — let me gaze upon it. Thus— ay thus : 
Tou drove your pencil roimd, and thus — and thus. 
I never stood before a face so ibie. 



'Tia a froe ylietch ; I know it. 
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MICHAEL ANGELO, 



Thou shouldsfc pdut 

Gods, my good Micliael, and leave cartL to mn. 



Tho cLildi-en and lilie women tliou wiU liave ; 
AV^iiat need to ask wliat tliou hast won idready. 



Hark ! there are footsteps coining. 



'Tis tlie Pope. 



[roPB Julius II. eaters, wilh Attenduiits.J 



We eonie to visit tliee, good Biiouarotti. 



Your fiolinesa ia welcome. 



Wtat liast tliou dono 'i 



Since yesterday ? — Inifc little, save design. ; 
This head, and that. 



,yGoo»:^lc 



DKAMATIG SCKMEH. 



Tliis takoa uiy laacy mucli. 
Tour holiness is right. 
So, M'ho art thou ? 
'I'is Eatfaelle Saus-io. 



A. painter, holy fathei- ; aud a good one. 



Some drawings, which your lioliuess 

Will prize but little. I've beeu plotting lately. 



Thiiie is a tedious art : is't uofc so, Michael ? 



'Tis hard to compass. 
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#^p% 




Um! — iiiid alow to iiv 



True : — but it lives for a. 



Eriglit ! like Renown, 

"Whicli clothes with suu and life the deeds of men ; 
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Building on eai'l;}i a world whicli may outlast 
Its strong foundation. Give me Fame, on earth ; 
And, when I leave sweet earth, a finer sphere, 
Where Beauty breathes thro' endless aiunmer moru 
Let me have voices, too, heart-wakening words, 
All touched like pictures witli the soul of thought : 
So will I dream over Elysian flowers, 
And listen to music, and qiiaff nectar-dew, 
And lie in the liglit of love, and paint for cvor 



Peace ! peace ! what's this 



Ho hath a liberal fancy. 



He fills Ms horn i'ullor than ForLuue's. 



Kow I would rather lio on some vast plain. 
And bear the wolves upbraiding the cold moon. 
Or on a rock when the blown thunder comes 
Booming along the wind. My dreams are nought. 
Unless with gentler figures fierce onea mis ; 
Giants with Angels, Death with Life, Despair 
"VTith Joy : — even the Great One comes in terror 
To me, apparelled like the fiery storm. 
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MICHAEL AHaELO. 



Thy fancy was begat i' tho clouds. 

My 30ul 

Einds best communion witli both ill and good ; 
Some spirits tliore aro, all earth, wliicli only thrive 
In wine or laughter : But my nature seolis 
Darku^H and Kight, Power or the death of Power : 
A mountain riven — a palace sacked — a town 
Bent by an earthquake (such as once uptore 
Catania from its roots, and sent it down 
To the centre, split in fragments) — ^Famine ; Plague ; 
Earth running red with blood, or deluge -drowned : 
These are m^ dreams : — and sometimes, whon my brain 
la calm, I lie awake and think of God, 



A vision comes which has no shape ; 
None, though I strain my sight, and strive to draw 
Some mighty fashion on the trembling dart, — 
'Tis gone : — again I draw, again 'tis flown ; 
And so I toil in vain. 



But thou must dream 
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Again for mo, good Michael. We must show 
A dream that shall oatlaat the walls of Home. 



I'll do my best ; but thoiight is aa a root 

That etrihea which way it will through the dark bra 

I cannot force't. 



What wilt thou paiut— a World ? 



Make it fresh and fair : 
Breathe all thy aoul upon it, until it glow 
Like day. Clasp it all round with Piwadiae, 
Color, and light, green bowers- 



I'll make it bare. 

Like man when ho comes forth, a naked wretch. 

So shall liis dwelling be,— the barren soil. 



This must not be. It is not «rit i' The 15oc 
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MICHAEL AHSELO, 



Papdon me : I must cliase my own poor thought, 
Wiieh way soever it turn. 



Still earth should liloom ! 



It should be like the time. I will not paint 
Autedilu\'iaa Adam when first he sprang 
From dustj— -strong, active, like the autumnal st 
But * with limbs dawning into sinewy strength. 
Nor will I plant the fiill-hlown intellect 
On bis bright eye, but therein gently unfold 
Toung Adoration 



liight ! "Twill grow and hloas 
Now for thine Eve. 



Um ! Must there he a v 



' Must ! ' — Thou wouldst paint a barren world indeed. 
Tliou never lovedst. 



is picture. ' Dominus Dens forraavit liorainem es solo te 
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DlUMATiO SCKNES. 



1 liave: nay, I love atill. 



Whom ? what ? 



Why, so do I : yet I lovo women too. 

Thy linmor feeds one sense and stai^es tlio rest. 



A poor eeonomy. The youth spealts well, 



Perhaps : yet, tlie firwt num was "born alone, 

Companionless, a prodigy like Light. 

Birds sbnd the desert brutes awaited hiiu ; 

KongLt else. A world there was (fair if thou wilt) ; 

Tet Eden grew not before Adam rose. 

After his birth, indeed, we may have wrought 

ITiat pleasant garden, wherein the Devil stole 

And tempted Baifaelle's goddess soon to sin. 



Stop there, stop there ! Tho n 
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WOnAEL AWGELO. 

Alaa! lie feU. 

He ate perdition from tlie woman's hand. 
Death for himself— (he was not horn to die. 
But liye the lord of this eternal star) — ■ 
Death for himself and race, despair and toil, 
Peril, and passion which no joy can quench, 
&rief here, and Hell hereafter, — these he earned. 
9haU I paint all this truly ? 



Do as thou wilt, Man's life is fiill of troubles. 



It is a pillar writ on every side 

With flery figures. Shall we show them all ? 



No : the first fall ; no TOore. 



Tes, tho fierce moral, 

That let me do ; for I have sketched already 

Dark phantasies, and broke iip graves, and blown 

(In thought) the heart-pi ercii^ trampet, whose loud cry 

Shall blast the dreams of millions. 
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DRAMATIC SCEHES. 



The Judgment ? 



Ay, tliG Judgment. 

Look ! — In the middle, near the top, aliall stand 

Jesua, the Saviour : by his side mild crowds 

Of followers, and Apostles hovering near. 

Here shall be seen the bless' d, and there tlie damned ; 

Sinners, whom diabolic strength shnll hurl 

Down to perdition. Insolent visages, 

Bom in the reign of Sin, shall flesh their fangs ; 

Dwarfs, devils, and hideous things, .and brute abortions ; 

Some who make sick the moon, and some who hide 

Their monstrous foreheads in a reptile's mask : 

Pale Palsy, and crook'd Spasm, and bloated Plague, 

And i"ear, made miinifest, shall fill the wind 

With Hell,— for Hell is horror, linked to pain. 



No )iioi-e. Thou dost bewitch my ilesh to ice. 



Wo more, good 15uouarotti. K"ow fare*\'ell ! 
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MICHAEL AHGELO. 



Thy figures haunt me, like Disease. 
I must go hear some Eoman melody, 
Accomplished muaie, and sweet human words, 
And hask beneath the smiles wtich thou dost ai 
"When I am disenchanted- 



I will r farewell ! Father, thy holy 



My hleasing on thcc, son ! Michael, farewell ! 

[Sxewnf. 



,yQooq)c 
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EAFFAELLE AND FOKNARINA. 
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RAFFAELLE AND FORNAKIKA. 



SCENE I.— A Soom in the Palace of the Psikcb C- 



ItALTAELLE. JuLio RoMiNO. {T/ts Pictim of ' T!ie Tiivmpk of Gatait 
mijlimkcd.) 



I do not liko that head. 
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DIIAMAI'IC aUEKEB. 



It is too alools, too aol't, too— 



'Tis a woman's. 

"WoTildat liave me paint, oack iimaclc starting I'ortli P 
Or play the anatomist with her delicate limhs, 
As Michael doth ? Thou'rfc ivroiig, friend Jnlio. 
Here, in this hrawny hacit, thou scest I have writ 
Strength, and a life of toil: hut tins — 'tia Love'si! 



1 do not like it. 



I have done bolter tilings ; 
Bui let it pass. I want her company, 
Without whose smiles my figures tra'u to stone. 
Now, looli ! 



I'Mth, that is a dore-eyed Triton. 
With what a milk-fed glaiiee he winds his shell ! 
I iwoukl have filled it like the North, and puft'ed 
Ilia broad cheeks out like two tompcat-hloivn hillo^ 
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RAFFAELLE AND FOIINABINA. 



I'kis follow, now, ia like a loving shiirlc. 
And wears his spirit in. his eyos : 'tia p;ooci. 



Dost thou uot aoe tb.at, throughout all this story, 
The spirit of Love prevails, in many shapes ; 
111 some most gentle, and in others warm, 
Whilst iu one form, bare lust alone is seen, 
The "blood's rehellion, the ■ 



I understand not. 

Would all were such as he ! 



Pshaw 1 I liad better 
Have drawn a herd of bulla lowing about 
One white Buropa, than another siich. 
Julio, I tire. I loathe this gaudy prison ; 
I'll paint no more, luiless my love be present. 



If thou darest trust thy Venus in my siglit — 

Ila, lia, ha, hal 

Thou ivliy not bring her hither ? 
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DEAMiTIC SOEHES. 



Hither ? I will. 

She shall stand hero before thee, plain as Truth ; 
Leas sfcedfast, but as wliite as uutouched Truth, 
Whom slander never blew on. Brace thy heart, 
Lest she take all by storm. 



What is she lllie P 



Her eye is like a ma"net. 



What, i' the Pole ? 

Is it set round ■with ice ? 



With blushing tire ; 

With crimson beauty, like the death of day 

At midsummer. Her look — Love ! Love! 

She treadeth with such even grace, that all 

The world muet wonder, and the envious weep, 

Hopeless to match her ever. How I pined 

Through months and months (I was a fool and hTimhle) 

Till at the laal^-I won her ! Dost tiou hear P 

She's mine, nly queen ; and she shall shine a queen, 

I'll clasp her round with gems : Her train shall ho 

Eich as a comet's, 
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EAFPAELLE AND FORNAETNA. 



I tell thee 

I'll pave tlie way she treada on witli pure gold. 

She sball not touch the trampled earth, and do 

The base dust honor. I'll have Cretan pinions 

Wrought for her, and a barb whose task shall be 

To ontfly the wind. Scarfs, fine aa the air. 

And dipped in Iria colors, shall be wove. 

In Cashmere and the sunny Persian looms, 

To be her commonest 'tire. She shall be decked 

Forth, as she is, a goddess ! 



O rare Loye ! 

"WTiat a brave dream thou art ! Great pity 'tis 

These rainbows which we weave from onr dull thoughts 

Should perish in broad noon. 



Once, I despaired ! {Paii 

Ha, ha ! and saw through tears aiid cloudy dreams : 
"What wonder that I erred ? But now, — 'tis day ! 



Ay, ay ; 'tis what we wish it, day or night : • 
We make our seasons as we mate ourselves. 
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DRAMATIC SCENES. 



Thei'e ; now I toil no more. While I am gone, 
Do thou enrich thia panel ■with some tale. 
Let it bo gannt, anil wild, dim as si dream : 
'Twill well oppose mine owji. 



I'll do it. Parewell! 



I shall he witli thee ere 
Be busy, and farewell ! 



I'll do't, I'U do'fc. 

— Wow, shaU I paint the devil ? Ah, ha ! — or drag 

Misshapen Chaos from iiia doirk abysm. 

And stretch him, like a giant, in the snn? 

Or shall I tear the blue from Sonfch to North ? 

Or paint a comet plnnging through the wind ? 

This ' TrimnpJt' of onr friend's is wanton soft : 

But there's high matter in the sea-nymph's story, 

Which might become a painter's pencil well. 

He should have drawn the Cyclop, as he sate 

TJpliiled like a crag, and piped his songs 

Of G-alatea to the watery shores. 

Some say that Orpheua-like he charmed dull stones, 

JIade ocean murmur, and the airy winds 
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itAFPAELLE AND FOKNARINA. 

'I'ook captive ; but 'tis known lie sighed, aud sang 

The deafchful ditties which belong to love ; 

Calling on Gialatea. She the while 

Lay mufce, and closed (if e'er she heard his strains) 

Her soul against his passion. Day by day 

He sang, aud like the mateless lark called forth 

The dawn ; and underneath the bnmmg noon 

Held mournful celebration ; and at eve, 

I'atigned by sorrow and wild songs, ho wept. 

I cannofc fill this panel as he bids. [SMckhi 



So ; whore is llailaLdlc ? 



one whither? gonci' 



Ay, marry ; Cupid called him, and he went. 

Tou'U find him by the two great lemon-trees, 

Which sleep beside the fountain in his garden. 

It' 'as breugKt his brown girl there for summer talking. 

{Paints. 



,yGoo»:^lc 



DRAMATIC SCENES. 



'Stbatli ! wliat art tliou doing, sirrali ? 



Urn ! as my master bade me. I have tried— 



Tried ? ay, and faHed. Get thou to Eaffaelle, fellow. 

Bid him sketch for thee each particular, 

The scene, the gronps, the — all. I will not have 

My palace painted by » meaner hand. 

Bid him come here (if it must he) with hia — mistress, 

Aad paint with Cupid's colors. 
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RAPFAELLE AND PORNAKINA. 



-The Gm-deu of if'o 
ofMome. 



aiid Attendants. 



Be patient. 



He'll not come. 

The moon, tlie feigning, ficltle, alaniierecl moon 

Will surely come ; and every trooping star 

Be present at his post in the dark sky ; 

And Bot a wind that wooea the orange leaves 

Will dare be absent : But he — false, oh false ! 

Mark, weaches, if ye love — but do not love : 

Tet, if ye do, fetter yoiir lovers fast ; 

Bind 'em in chaana, for love will fail like ioe 

In summer eunbeame : Trust no smilos, no oaths ; 

Bury your hearts beneath demurest frowns ; 

And tremhle not, nor sigh, if you'd he safe, 

Sing me a song, my child ; I am not ■well. 

[Second Attendant ict/ms ; 
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DRAMATIC SCBtflS. 



He's here. Mothei' of love, he's here. 
Come ! come away ! I'll fly him like a deer. 
Now if he finds me— Ah ! thou faithless one, [Rap 
Art come at laat ? I will not look on thoo. 



Then I muat pnnish thoo (kisses her). Look up ! 



Thon false one ! 



Did I not hear the nightingale in the tlioni. 

Just as I entered P yf^vy, what gloom is here ? 

No welcome ? none ? — Ladies ! who make our nights 

Starry as heaven when no cloud's upon ifc, 

Shine and smile sweetly, as ye love iis. Shame ! 

Wliat is this suUen sorrow, which so dvdls 

Your brightness ? Let rain fall, if rain must be, 

And straight grow dear again. Look np, sweet heart ! 



Ha, ha, haj ha ! What eeest thoa, ] 
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KAFFAELLE AND FOKNARINA. 



A world of mifichief iu tlioao niglit-tiLacli; eyes, 
And pei'il on thy month. 



Now, art thoii not 

A most false lover ? Thou didst promise me 

Thou wouklat nome loug before the eun went down ; 

Aiid lo ! lie is departing. 



Tho great sun 

Palls from his fiery strength ! This purple lightj 

Traveller of the late aky, will soon — how soon! 

Pass to another world. I love this light : 

'Tis the old age of day, methinks, or haply 

The infancy of uight : pleasant it is. 

Shall we be di-eaming ! — Hark ! The nightingale. 

Queen of all music, to her listening heart 

Speaks and the woods are still. Sorrow and joy. 

Pleasure that pines to death, and amorous pain 

PiU (till it faints) her song. What sweet noise was't 

Came up the garden as I entered it P 



The sweetest noise on earth, a woman's toiigi 
A string which hath no discord. 
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DEAMATIO SCENES. 



let me hear it. 
Come! a soft wngl a ai 



Wliat shall it be P 



Sing anything, good. girl. Beauty is beauty, 
Whether it vio with swan's-down or the rose. 
Sing ! — yet not aadly, for the time ia mournful ; 
Nor yet too gaily ; that were out of tune : 
But aiug whatever tempts thee. 

Second Attebdabt dtu/s. 



Wliy dost thou prolong 

Througli cold nights for ere 

Thy sad forest song ? 



Thou hast warm lich hours, 
Wheveiii thou roayet pine 
TTndementli the flowsrSj 
Which shall ne'er be thine. 



Through them sing and nm, 

Where gi'eou branches quiver; 
But when day is done, 

Sleep, sweet summer river ! 



,yGoo»:^lc 



EAPFASLIiE AND PORNARIHA. 



Thia music falls on me like silTer showers, 
Aai crowns me, now the toilsome day ia over, 
With sweets akin to slumher. 



Many thanta ! 

I think Marcella's voice grows sweeter daily. 



She'll meet pale Philomel in her haunt, and try 
Whose tongue is fleetest. Where waa't she did h 



Beside a river, when she was a girl, 
Mocking its music, as the cuckoo's tongue 
la mimicked oft by wandering urchin boys. 
Sometimes she cast hor voice upon the winds, 
And then strove with the waters ; till, at last, 
She sings as you have heaid. Thanks, girls ! n 



How soft a prelude are sweet songs to love ! 
I should he humble, but those sounds have crept 
Into my blood and stirred it. After music 
What should be heard but kisses p Take thy due. 
213 
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DEAMATIC SCENES. 



Come nearer to me, — near. Mad Jove 

Ne'er loTed white Leda with auch teiidorest heart, 

Nor Die (forsaking his Tai'fcarean halls) 

Pale Proserpine, as I do rage for thee. 

Come nearer, thou wild witoh ! nearer, I say. 

Be to me as the green is to the leaf, 

Crimson to roses, juice to the freah plant, 

My life, my sti'cngth, my heauty. 



I love thee ; dost thou hear ? J languished for thee. 
Ay ; I have left sweet praises for thee, — gold. 
Thrilling ambition, and the crowned delight 
Which waits upon bold men who dare and do. 
Near, near ; I have left — ^ha, ha ! — a Triton winding 
His brawny arms around a sliapeless nymph, 
Gtod Cupid without eyes, fish withoiit tails. 
And Gl-alatea naked as the dawn. 
What is it that I see in those black eyes 
Beyond all others ? 



,yGoo»:^lc 




Love 1 'Tis love for tliee ! 
But, what clideb paiiib to-day ? 



A team of dolpbins, 

A brace of Tritons and a crooked shell, 
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DKAMATIC! SCENES. 

And some thoughts else, — which I forget. These things 
Shine well enough for mea helow the moon ; 
But I have taken flight for Venus' aery, 
"Where I must rest to-night. Our patron princo 
Will wax moat wroth when he doth leain my absence. 
No matter; he must cool. 



But thou hast left 

Thy friend, thy pupil, him — -what is his n 

Thy uncouth, dsTer scholar ? 



Julio Pippi. 

Troth, he's as rough as winter. Here he is ! 

[Julio JIomano ea 
Why, what has brought thee here ? 



Oh ! princely frowns, 
A vulgar word or two, a Homan oath. 
Eather than toil for these same well-fed dogs, 
"With a gold hadge and a line which runs to Adam, 
I'll visit a wolf, and starve. Your lord, your princo 
Disdains my pencil. Sir ; commands mo stop. 
I'll paint him with a flaming robe in Hell,' 
And give him a dog-fish's head. 
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KAl't'AELLE AA'D i'UilWAlUNA. 



Heed him. not, Julio. 

H he coutemu thy hibor, he's a fool ; 

And BO no more of him. Thou shalt paint for u 



I mW. Shairt be aa earthquake ? or a storm ? 



Neither; yet something whioh will stiifc thee wo.tl. 
Dost love a marvel ? 



Do I P By tlie Gods, 

"Wto dreamt upon Gfreek clouds Olympus-Mgli, 

I love a qaaint, wild, -woiider-stirring tale. 

Let it he Gtoih or Eoman, what eai-e I, 

So that eaoh line he stuffed with witchery. 



Then this wiU suit thee. Wow, mark well tlie story. 

— -'Tia said that in some land, I think in Spain, 

Rising upon you like an awful dream, 

A wondrous image stands. 'Tis "broad and gaimt. 

Tall as a giant, with a stormy front 

And snaky hair, and large eyes all of stone ; 

And armed (or so it seems) from head to heel, 
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DEAMATIO SCENES. 

VVitli a croolc'd falcliion and enormons casque ; 

And lints of marble inaD, which once were brass ; 

And spurs of inarlile ; aud marmoreal limbs, 

All bent, like one who staggers. I'ull at the East 

It glares like a deflaiiee, lowering, bold ; 

And scorn still lurks about its stedfast eye ; 

And on its brow a devilish courage sita. 

This statue, as 'tis told, was once a ting, 

A fierce idolater, who cursed the moon 

And hated heayen, yet owned some holHsh sway ; 

A strange religion this, and yet it was so. 

Well ; he was bom a king, as I have said, 

Aud reigned o'er armed millions without law : 

He sold brave men for beggar gold, and stained 

The innocent youth of virtue : he robbed altars ; 

Ate, like Apiciua ; drank, like Afric sands, 

Elvers of wine ; then fell to frenzy. At last 

Swarming rebellions (lilte the Atlantic stirred 

To madness by the bellowing of great storms) 

Eose up, and lashed to wrath by horrid vn-ongs, 

Hunted the tyrant from his brazen tlirone ; 

Hunted him like a, wolf from cave to cave, 

TJirough rocks and moimtains, and deep perilous glens, 

Day after day, night after night, until 

His soul burst out in curses. On one dull dawn, 

"Which showed him, lurking, to relentless foes. 

He flung some terrible reproach at Heaven ; 

Laughed at its God, 'tis said, aud cursed the Sun ; 
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KAPFAELLE AHD FOENAIilNA. 



Whereat itc troail eye of tlie Day unclosod, 
Aiid atarecl liiui into stone ! 



Oh ! this is brave. 

I'll strain my wit but I will do this. for theo. 

Farewell ! [ju 



Farewell ! Parewoll ! 
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THE FLOEENTISE PARTY. 



,Googlc 
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THE FLORENTINE PARTY. 



SCEH'E^2'&e iipper part of a Meadow near Moo-enc 
runs sloping down to a River, tmd is slieltered at the 
a small Wood of Olives and Ohestnut-irees, and 
in various ways. MesoU is in the distance. 

PaueettiUS, Philostbatcs, DiOEEOS; KEIPHIL4 (as Queen), Pahfihea, 
FiAiiETTA, Emilia, PniLAHjiHA, Eubsa and Laubetia, mteniii/ as 
fi'om iehiTid the Wood. 



Come on, eome on ! A. littlo fiirtlicr on, 

And we ahaU reach a spot wliero we may pause. 

It is a meadow full of the early spring : 

Tail grass is there which dallies with the wind, 

And. never-ending odorous lemon-trees ; 

Wild flowers in blossom, and sweet citron buds. 

And princely cedara ; and the linden boughs 

Make arched waits for loye to whisper in. 

If you be tired, lie down, and you shall hear 

A river, which doth kias irregular baiiks, 

Bnchtait your senses with a sleepy tune. 

If not, and merry blood doth stir your veins, 

The place hath afcill a fair and pleasant aspect : 
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DIIAMATIC SCEKEa 

Por in the midst of this green meadow springs 
A fountain of white marble, o'er whose aides 
Eun stories, graven by some cmming hand. 
Of pastoral life, and tipsy revelry. 
There will we, 'midat delicious eatea, and wines 
Sparlrling and amorous, and sweet instruments. 
Sing gentle mischief as the sun goes down. 
Quick ! but a few steps more, 'round by this copse 
Of olives and young chestnuts (to whose arms 
The vines seem clinging, like so many brides) 
And you will reach'fc. Ha, stay ! — Look ! here it i( 



Ha, ha ! Ha, ha ! — Look ! how Pliilostratus 
Buries his forehead in tlic fresli green grasa. 



Hail, vernal spot ! We hear to thy embrace 
Pleasures that aeJc for calm : Love, and Delight ; 
Harmonious pulaea where no evil dwells ; 
Smiles without treachery ; words all soft and true ; 
Music like morning, fresh and full of youth ; 
And all else that belongs to gentleness. 

Come! SU by me ! 
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Thus ; in a circle. 

So, that is well. M'ow, Avliero is Tiiidaro ? 
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DIWMATIC ftCRNiCS. 



Laggard knave ! 

Here, fellow Tindnvo ! The queen dolili call tlicr 



TCNDAno (enterimi). 

Had she borne 



How ? How, bold knave ? 

Dost dare affirm she cannot bear ? 



Not I. 

Not I, by Bacchus ! She can bear, no doubt ; 

Ib frnitfiil aa a vineyard ; that's past donbt. 

But, signer, I have borne on these poor shoulders, 

Two trunta — look, look ! — crammed full of wiiies and dainties ; 

Two Intes ; a vioi ; besides some ten — - 



Tnsh ! Tush ! 

Where !ir(; the tables ? 



On Corvlno's back ; 
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And Stepliaiio doth briug tlio Ijoarda for chesa ; 
Aiid Gfrasso liath the ransic. [Serv™ 



rJaceallhei-e. 

Thus ; ill a circle. Now, awake tho wines ! 

And spread these cloths upon the level ground, — 

Ho! there: take heed! thou wilt unstring my lute. 

Now, wLere's the viol di gamlja ? Place it here. 

liow, get ye gone unto yon cheatuut-tree, 

And siiarc yonr wine in honesty. Away ! 



Lauretta and Elissa, cume this way. 



With raiiipinea?— Well. 



Here let zw rest, tender Emilia, 

And on this grassy hillock crowned «'itli tlowet 
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ntest tliy white arm. Now let the violets gaze 
Their fill, and (Irint the blue light from thiue eyes ; 
Now let the thievish winds their sweet wealth steal 
Erom the dark riches of thy hair. Loolt up ! 



Fair Piaiiietta, doat thou hear him talk ? 



He sines, methiiiks. Or, Wt his voice is sweet r" 



'Tie sugarod o'er with flattery. Now, for me ! [Aside^ 

The nightingales wliich haunt about these woods 
Gtovv hoarse, methintta. 



They lose their music 

(Else say their skill) before your honied words. 

Tush ! what's a rose p I'll crush these gaudy leaves. 

How coarse their crimson is beside thine own ! 

Had I biit lilies, I would burn them strait, 

As a white peace-offering to thee. Come ! wilt love ii 

He is a uioekbird, and but imitates 
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THE ELOKKNTINB PAKTY. 



The poetry lie hears in falser proi 
Turn him to mc, and leave him. 



No ; not ao. 

He might afflict tliy leisure with his groans. 

And shouldst thon clisince to lovo him 



1 ? lia, ha ! 

I hate him like ii poison plant, Metliinks 

His Tery laugli ia perilous. 



I will medicine' t ; 

Not as men steal the poisonous juice from serpents. 

I'll let him talk, I3II his last drop of danger 

Be spent, and he is harmless. Look npoii me [ 

AVliat ! wilt thou loye me ? 



Ay ; by foani-born Venus ! 
By all these clinging, creeping, curling vines ! 
By Love ! I swear it. Aa the bee doth gather 
Wealtli from the rose's lip, I'll steal from thine. 



Ton sing too much in pairs. Break up ! break up ! 
And in tlie place of tender falsehoods tell us 
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imAMATIC SCEKES. 



What's that which ii 



Ha, ha ! ha, ha ! It is on amorous story 
Philostratus has read us, out of book. 



We live all here ia honest fellowship. 
He who is worth a jest or owns a song 
Holds it ill trust for this eonimuiiity. 



Ay, no close purses. Sir ; uo hoards of words ; 
No merry tales : nor serious ; no dull songs, 
learned of the cuckoo underneath a pine, 
And buzzed in private to a crazed guitar. 
All is our own. So, speak, PMlostratus ! 



Speak, without luoru ado. 



I ? By my soul, 

I. never tried to fccll a talc till ii 
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I cannot tell it ; nay, if you mil have 
A maudlin story, why prepare your eyes ; 
We'll haye salt tears enow. Once on a time— 



Out on thee. That's the schoolboy's stale heginning. 
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I've heard it fifteen hundred timee and more. 
Beggars nnfold aiich 'ueath our valets' windows 
At a penny apiece, and they account it dear. 



I knew how it would be. So, come ! I'll drinlc 
A bumper of Greek wine and hold my peace. 



What ! vanquished by a man that wears slashed sutin. ? 
Tush ! thou a soldier ! TaUc no more of love. 



I'll tell it, by these teeth ! Once on a time— 
(Oh! you arc still now) ; well, once on a iini 
There liyed a king 



"Who wedded (somewhat raslily) a young mfe. 



[ cannot hold div wonder. 
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I'eaee, you parrot! 



Well, Sirs ; tliia wife being joimg, as T have a: 
Loved one as young, a blaok-h aired cnrly man, 
AJmost a Moor ; some women lovo Bueli men. 



His name ? — I see't, lie squinted somewhat, thus ; 
A pleasant cast ; Oo on, and damn thyself ! 



She loved this curly fellow : lie liked her : 

The end was that they met. Each night tall Tonnes 

Stole to her chamber, when ting Philip slept, 

And lay upon his pillow. Some time Love 

Hoodwinked our aueient king ; but he, being prone 

TTnto suspicion, as most monarchs are, 

Soon read in Helen's looks and Tormes' smile 

That he was euekoUl. 



a filthy n 



■i must fix on bad and good 
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Names fit for each : we wrealc our sconi, motliinks, 
Too much ou words, and pass beside tlie docd. 



Well, Sirs : Our hiug, being bred to tricks of state. 
And burying anger in a sure revenge, 
'Watched, waited, and surprised tbo twain asleep. 
Yet, being in darkness (lest his lamp might scare 
That guilty pair away), he could but know 
TtEO sleepers lay there ; whether girl or man 
Was but a guess. On this, to mark the one 
Whose hair was coarser than the queen's, (the mai 
What does he. Sirs, but clips— look ! shears the lot 
(Then worji in dusters) close into the crown. 
This done, goes hack and sleeps. 



An easy follow I 



Well ; Tormes 'wakes ; and with a yawn — ;juat thus— ■ 

fiuba his broad palm athwart his nock, Behold ! 

He starts: the curls are gone! The queen weeps showei 

Yet suddenlf reYiying (while her dull swain 

Puzaleth in vain, o'er this, then that device) 

Bids him hfliste back, and whispers in his ear. 

He laughs, shouts, dons his clothes ; and to the room 

Where all hia mates (equerries) lie in dreams. 
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Hurries, and cloaelj' clips eacli sleeping crown 
Bare aa liis own. Ila, ha! The morning comes. 
And our great monsu-oli hath a crop-eared Ictco ! 
He lookS'; one, two, three, all are shorn alilce. 
Scarce can he hold his wonder : Yet, (being wise. 
And wishing not to spread his own disgrace) 
Quoth he — ' Let him wlio did this act be dumb, 
And do't no more !' — which said, all go their way. 
Then, as the story goes, by slow degrees, 
The king forgave his queen : this touched her heart ; 
And she requited him, at last, with love. 



I do ]iot like jour story. 



'Tis not mine ; 

But an old record of a woman's wit. 

The moral ■ 



We'll forgivc't. Some other time, 

A twelvemonth hence, when we have had our snppew, 

"We'll sleep npon't, while thou vinravell'st it. 



Now, who drinks Aleatico ? 
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Here, ladies, here are grapes, (spread out your ariiis !) 
Purple as evening ; figs, and calics, whose tops 
Malie dull tlie wliiteness of our frosted Alps. 



Briu'; hero the foreiei 



"Will none enrich 

Our banquet with a aong ? O shame upon ye 



Moro wine ! Bring foreign winea ! Now, which shall't be ? 

Bhall't be Claret, flushing, 

Dark aa rubies, red ? 
Or Burgundy, all blushing, 

Like a bride in bed ? 



Tiet't be full, and rich, and bright, 
DaKKling our eyes with liquid light. 
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Then't shall be wild Champagne, 
Wliich. soars and falls f^ain, 
Crowiiing the drinker's braio 
Witli dreams all iiiglit. 
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Or Sherry ? sparlding Sherry ? 
Which malses the drinker merry, 
"With its fine Borachio flavor? 



No, that's old ; 
So is Sack, whose kiss dofch eavouv 
Of the wit that's past and told. 



Left be full, and rich, and bright, 
Like a gem of liquid light. 



Let it be, (if like a etonc,) 
Like the diamond alone, 
Dazzling the night ! 

rfluj'JH^ Ihis mmi/ lite liiMcs 



And now, sweet sister, where is ih^ sad story f 
Per sad it must be, if thy mind doth speak 
Its natural music, and no erring star 
Bewitcb thee to unhealthy merriment. 
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I do not tLiiili with jou ; a merry story, 
Metliinks, is harmless as a tale that's sad. 
Yet, spealt, Emilia! 



Once, — in Florence, here, 

Iq that part which looks toward the hills Pistoiaii, 
There dwelt a lady. She was very fair, 
Y"ouiig, rich, a maiden, noble, tender, free. 



Vulcan, hammer mc i' the head ! 
I'm budding. 



What ! i' the head ? he must have horn; 
1.3 he a goat ? or 



feace! my love's a budding. 

Crimsoning, all blushes, like a three days' brido. 



Silence in court ! Say on, Emilia, 
Was she lovod, this lady ? 
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By two noble youths ; 

Gfuidotto one, a high-bom Cremoneae, 

And one a Pavian, Mutio Imola. 

Both dwelt in Florence, where this lady came 

"With old Certaldo, when those tedious wars 

"WTiich vexed the city alept, and men were free 

To come from exile to their natural homes. 



Call me her name ! My head could never bear 
These vague surmisings, ' Lady' — was she tall ? 
Meek ? fair ? Give me her name, and strait I see her : 
Else is she bat a sound. 



'Twaa Agatha. 

And very fair she wa3, and very mci 
Tall too, and bent her as yon poplar 
To the sweet music of the river airs 
And so it was she whispered. 



Ay, Sir ; for what is music, if sweet words 
Bising from tender fancies be not so ? 
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Methiniks there is no sound so gentle, none, 
Not even ilio South-wind young, when first he ooniea 
"Wooing the lemon flowers, for whom he leaves 
The coasts of Baise ; not melodious springs, 
Though heard i' the stillness of their native liills ; 
Hot the rich viol, trump, cymbal, nor horn. 
Guitar nor cittern, nor the pining flute, 
Are half so sweet as tender human, words. 



Thoii'rt right, dear hidy. Tity speaks to grief 
More sweetly than a hand of instruments ; 
And a friend's welcome, or a smiliug liiss, 
Outflourishes the cornet's bridal note. 



These rival youths were friends ; 

Till Love, which should be free from all harsh thoughts, 
Set Late between them. Then, rank jealous cares 
Sprang up, and with them many a sharp device, 
Plots, quarrels, serenades, wherein the sword 
Oatmatebed the cittern. Each had potent friends ; 
One band the guardian sued, and one the maid ; 
But neither prospered. In the meantime, the youths 
Tired of complaints, and fights which bred but blows. 
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Sesolved to steal what fortune held from fcLem. 
One bought the serving-woman's eonl with gold, 
"While mischief wod the man : Thus, each had help. 
But, tedious 'twere to speak, from day to day, 
Of feasts, and watchings ; how the Paviau irowned 
Like sullen thunder o'er his rival's hopes ; 
How with mad violence he traced his steps ; 
Forced ceaseless quarrel, and out-clamored all 
The winds in auger. Even the lady's presence 
(Thai altar before which Love loves to lie, 
Defenceless, harmless, all his wrongs put ofF,) 
"Was sullied by the Pavian's contumely. 

What did Ouidotto? 



When his rival left 

Certaldo'a palace, lie — whose gold had wou 

The lady's serving-maid to help his suit. 

Stole, ushered by the lamping midnight moon, 

Unto her garden, where, with learned strains, 

He taught the echoes all to speat his love ; 

Complained not ; smiled not ; but with tremulous words, 

And looks where sadness strove with humble hopes, 

Adored the lady. 

Ho ! 1 see it all. 



,yGoo»:^lc 
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I see't. What woman yet did e'er withstand 
These inodest mouruM gciiLletiien P 



Hear! Hear him! 

How he doth trumpet all his virtuea ! 



Hush! 

Let's know the rest. 



'Twas as yon jcatov says. 
Guidotto won the licart of Agatha. 



Ay; but the end P 



One niglit, the Favian (warned 

0' the guardian's absence) burst the palace doors, 

And with a riotons crew, whose chief he was, 

Stood 'fore the lady's eyes. Once more he told 

His burning story ; once move swore to die ; 

Vowed, menaced, sighed, implored, yet moved her not. 

On this, grown desperate, with one arm clasped round 

Her fainting figure, he bore her through the halla ; 
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Ha, lia! Noie where's tlie modest, moonliglit lover ' 
Tlie twanger of guitai«, the ? 



Peaco I He stood 

Like flaming anger in the ravisher's path ; 
And drawing forth his sword, lie bade him hail. 
For lie was come to save him. 



"What did the other ? 



Hushed on his nobler rival ; swore some oaths ; 
Prowned and denounced destruction. Vith sure h 
Guidotto warded, and returned his threats, 
And for eaeli blow repaid Siim with a wound. 
At last, the Pavian fell. 



The end was (would 'twere better) such as happens 
lu common tales. 'Twas shown by some strange marliS, 
"Which chance, or nature, in lier sport, had drawn 
Tieneath the lady's breast, marring its white. 
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And by a story which Cerfaxldo told, 

(All well confirmed) that Agatha was, in trut 

Own sister unto Mutio Iraola. 



And so Guidotto won, and tliere'a an end ? 



He wed indeed the gentle Florence lady. 

But for the Pavian ; h£ (who loved so well 

'Midst all his anger) when he heai^ that tale. 

Betook him to far lands or savage haunts. 

Some said, he hied a martyr to hia faith, 

In Syrian countries ; fighting 'neath the flag 

Of Godfrey or the lion-hearted king : 

Others that he had fled heyond the woods 

Near to Camaldoli ; fed on roots ; and dwelt 

Somewhere upon the unsheltered Apennine. 

Certain it is, a hermit like to him 

"Was known thereafter. In the caves he lived. 

Or tops of mountains ; but when winds were loudest, 

And the broad moon worked spells iar out at sea, 

He watched all night and day the lonely shores, 

And saved from ship^vreck many mariners, 

At length— ho died; and strangers hiiried him. 
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In some lone cemetVy, 

Distant from towns (aomc wild wo oil- girded spot, 

Eniiied and full of graves, all very old, 

Over wKose searce-aeen mounds the pine-tree sheds 

Her solemn fruit, as giving ' dust to dnst') 

He sleeps in qniet. Had he no friend ? Oh ! yes ; 

Pity vrhich hates all noise ; and Sorrow, like 

The pale-eyed marhle that guards virgin mould ; 

A.vd widowed Silence, who will weep alone ; 

And all sad friends of Death, were friends to Mm ! 



Is there no more P 



My tale is told. 



Then let ns seek fche fresh green river-tanks, 
And rest awhile under yon plane-tree's shade. 
Our fair Emilia there will touch her lute ; 
And with a song, where love shall sweeten wisdom, 
Bid us take comfort, After anch sad stories 
What can be heard, save music ? — Follow me ! 



[J!xe: 
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THE VICTIM. 



.... [Ilr&n in the parching sun, wliere Ganges old 
Kweops by the jungles, and broad billows scatters 
Upon tlie burning shores of Hindostan, 
Hose a great temple ; in no pitay age 
Paahioned, but built, like Babel, 'gainst tho skies. 
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Based on a roclc, and cut io granite stone, 

Ita pillars and Titaniaa capitals 

Heayed tlieir enormous bulks, till ea«li o'erlookcd 

Wide India. To some Gtod, whose name is lost. 

This wilderness of stone was dedicate. 

Millions of c[uick-oycd slaves, with dusky brows, 

All wreathed in white, eamo here in the old time, 

And on the prostrate mai-ble bent, and swore 

ADegianee to A J^mte ! Then, aroidsfc storms 

Of blood and tears, 'rose Siya, at whose feet 

"Widows were slain; maidens, whose hearts were warm 

With summer love, old age and infancy, 

Shrank in hie blazing altars, and left gold 

Unto the. temple's saints for priestly prayers. 

Then, prayed the priests ; and then, while dM;kness lay 

On the dull world, the fierce-eyed Saivana did 

Mysterious rites, and their nocturnal songs 

Went sounding through the long stone-carved aisles 

Of Mephanta to hrnte Juggernaut. 

And soon this superstition far outspread: 

From Oude to the Decean ; over black Eahaxr ; 

IVom the Arab Seas, across to rank Bengal, 

It sprang and flourished ; and wherever else 

Base human folly crouched to baser guile, 

It reigned and made its martyrs. . . . There is one 

Far famous in its stories, from whoso life. 

And from whose death, and from whose after fame, 

Some leain a lesson. When the droughts are great, 
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And tlieir squat idols sit umnoved, tlie priests 
Call on the eamtly Mutfcra. To please him, 
They bum a virgin, and scream loose love songs, 
And curse the Eajah, Dhur-Singli, long since dead. 
Be, while he liTcd, wise prince, did good towards all ; 
He lived, untouched by grief, for many years ; 
And, when he died, left children virtuous, 
A happy land, which owned his rule was just, 
And slumbered in the Indian's Paradise.] .... 
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SCENE l.—A Gaiien tiem fhe Ccmies 

The Sim liaa act, and now sliould Mei^noun conic, 
My deal', dear shepherd ! All d ly long he lei^ ei 
My aoul to wander; but at dark he comes, 
Lovelier than night, to his poor Hindoo maid. 
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Loolf ! On the holy altars flames tlie fire, 
"Whicli lioly priests now feed with myrrh and fiowera ; 
That ia hia signal— hark ! he comes, he comes ! 
No, — no: 0, faithless shepherd ! 'tis the rush 
Of the great Ganges, who doth love her lord 
(Her ocean husband) more than then lov'st ins. 
Fond fool, he will not como ; yet, soft ! — he's here ! 
He is here, and I wrong him. O Mcignoiic ! 



My lieart ! my dear one ! 



My— my own .' (falls into his arms.) You're como r" 



Ay, but I soon mnat leave tliee, sweet Hindoo ! 
With scarce a kiss from thy rich lip, must I 
Seek the great City. Even now, my fi:ienda 
Are waiting for me on the river banks ; 
And I must aigh— farewell ! 



Go, — go : farewell ! 



To-morrow I wiU como to thee betiiaes ; 
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And I will bring with me the nuptial lamp, 
And tlie hright hridal jewels- ^ 



Come thjself. 

O thon, who art beyond all gems to me ! 

Bring me thyaelf ; or (if thou wilt aught else), 

E'en liring one lotua lily for my breast, 

And swear upon'tthat thou wilt love me ever. 



I'll do't, thou jealona girl ; yet I lime sworn, 
A thousand tinics already, 'ncaih the stars. 
To love, — and I do love thee. 



Swear't again. 

Never too often can a lovor vow : 

80 once more vow, and I will list to thee 

With ears moro greedy than the mother owns, 

"When on her first-bom's stammering words she hangs, 

And thaiilts sweet Heaven for Music, Wilt tliou love ir 



But ever, ever love me ? 
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I love thee, and will love thee. Tush ! not so 
The summer nightingale shall haunt the rose : 
Not Kirnya (when 'mongsfc village maitla he dwelt, 
lu his bright hoyhood, and did woo, and win), 
E'or loved as X will love. I'll beiir thee hence 
A hride more euvied 



thou yaiD, vain shepherd ! 



How ? — but you chide me well : I had forgot. 
I dreamt, aa oft I dream, and sometimes hope. 
A shepherd ? that was true ; yet, in past times, 
The shepherd's sword hath cut its way to power, 
I'U come and re-demand thee. 



'Twill be vain. 

And yet, if thou wouldsfc cast this cloak aside, 

And tell ue thy irue name and parentage ? 



Suppose, sweet, I should be that fierce Deceit, 
"Whose very name is terror to the laud, 
The river-robber, Kemaun ? — Dost thou shrink ? 
I'ear not : your Eajah tracfes him where he lurks. 
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In the dark jtinglcs. lie Iiaa brayod tlic law ; 
A.ud iiowcrfiil bands aie on him. 



Let him go. 

Tou smile ! ha ! what art thou ? Speak 1 Haye I given 

My whole heart to- ■ 



A rob'ber ? Dream not bo. 

Yet, — being a robber, ho's a potent one ; 

Next to your prince in power. Bnt I mnst go : 

And, ere I go, one word of your fierce father : 

I aworo (as thou romemhoreat) to come bacli, 

And from his lips force gentler worda. Now, marJi ! 

That hour is near ; and, for the siihtle slayo 

Who whispered lies in thy harsh father's ear, 

I'll bring his fit reward. 



]Por anger, not for justice, Then, he mocks 

At my revenge! Methinks he laughs too early, 

I wait my time : in hate, sweet, aa in love. 

Thy shepherd's constant. On black Muttra's head 
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I promised veiigeauee : I will keep my word. 

[Voices are htard SMiju'wfl af, a dUlmiix. 

Ilark ! my compauioiis caJl me ; I must go. 
I had forgot all time in thy sweet presence. 
Farewell ! Tlie wind is rising. 

3I'ast you go ? 

Doafc hear the river surging 'gainst its banlts F 



It murmurs like a tender bride, methinks : 

" Leave me not, love," it says, "so soon this night, 

When heaven looks kind on earth, and earth is happy." 



The storm is coming. If I more delay 

"We shall not 'scape the ambush. Love, farewell. 



Ilia step grows faint, — and fainter ; all is still. 

ILisleitinff. 



MmTRA cont^s omJ of a tldtket of s/iinJs. 
So, he is gone. Come forward ; aU is quiet. 
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Tlie Zemiitdah «nto's. 



How, now, where is slii; ? Ah, look where she stands, 
The fool, stOl dreaming of iha,t base Decoit, 
That water rohher, whom I more abhor 
Than poison : but I'll wate her. Girl ! 



Ho, ho ! ho, ho ! — {Aside.) She will burn famously. 
Those snaky locks, with which she snares men's hearts. 
That tongue, with which she scorns them — alie scorned me. 



What, are you dumb '( 



MUTTRA (aaidt). 
Not yet : but soon she shall be. 
Her ancles, silver-bound, her round soft arms, 
Her bosom with his white love leaves upon it, 
All shall consume : the priests ai-e ready for her ; 
The flames are hungry, and my heart's ablaze 
With a brave fury. (2h ZEMiNDAit) — Shall iotk die by fire ? 
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Go in, and wait. (Ehaiha ewit.) What say jou P both by fire ? 

No ; she may bum, because her blood will wash 

A dark blot from my house : but Jte^comn near ! 

I've dug a hole beneath my peepul trees, 

Ajid in't we'll tumble him. To-morrow night, 

When his blood beats hot, we'll shut him up. 
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Ho, ho ! 

Wliai alivo ? alive ? 



Ay, full of life and lust. 

We'll cool his dreams, the wbile we qiiencli liis courage. 



I love thee : good ! But he will die— too soon ? 



ISa : I have fenced his grave all round with atone, 
And pierced the lid with holes. Thro' these same Iiolos, 
The music of his screams ehall soothe our ears. 
Three days and nights I'll live beside his grave, 
And listen — while he starves. 



hrave ! brave I 

Come, lot us look upon this pretty place. 
Come on, come on. Beneath the pcopul trees f 
Was it not there ? This is the shortest path. 
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SCENE II. — Same place. Time, the fieM evening. 
MuTTRA and the Zr.MiNDia arsfamng along : Kemauh meeta ihem. 

Stay, stop ! a word with you. 



What dog is here P 

A Pariah ? Strike him down. 



'Tia not ill said ; 

But hard biowa must be struck oro that ba do 

What say you, — shall we fight ? 

KUTTBA {to the KKMIHUAK). 

Peace ! do not touch him ; 

'Tis a strange fellow ; very braye and honest. 

But strange, as you may see. He briuga me i 

Of matters afar oif, and (with your leave,) 

I would be private with him. Farewell, now ; 

I'll follow soon. Now, then, is all prepared ? 
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Who is tfiat little witlicred, winter thing, 
Whose Itnees go kEocting by the "bamboo stalks ? 



'Tis the Zemindar 



So ! — I'll take his monoy 
With a free heart. Ifatiire bas written dupe, 
And cheat, and miser, in his reptile looks : 
That's well ; we'D atrip him of his golden sliia, 
And tie him to a ti-ee. His girl, you say 



May live ; yes, — 'twill be better ehe escape. 

(Aside.) She touched my hnraour, as she moved away : 

Methought her walk was like an antelope's ; 

Her eyes are jewel-like ; sweet woriis she has ; 

Soft limbs, bright ringlets, aad a awan-like gait. 

My mind is changed ; I would not have her burn. 

Till she grows old, and tlien — the wood may bla^e.' 



And, if I rescue her ? 



And Aeep her for me, 

I'll show thee where her father hides his g 
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Good ; tliou Shalt have a third : that and the girl 
Thou'lt fairly earn by thy hold fa 



', treachery ■' 



Ay,— oh, that offerida thee ? Tush, 

"We on the river care not for such things : 

We speak our minds and stah ; a plain good way, 

And saves a load of trouble. "No^ I'll leave thee. 

My rogues are skulking in the thicket there, 

And wait for orders. "When this horn is blown, 

I'll come and make the priests stare. 



Do not drag 
Their curse o 



Oh no. I know thou art 

Half priest, and three parts saint, and all a kjiave. 

Do I not know thee, Mnttra ? thou hast done- ■ 



Bad deeds, I know't, but I do mortify 

My flesh with fast, ajict score my back Avith s: 



,yGoo»:^lc 



DllAMATIC SCENES. 



Ha¥G I not laiu on the jagged iron, — li.i ! 
Oanltered my tongue ? and swung upon a Look P 



Peac«, you blind cheat, how dare yon brag to it 
Wbafc ! taunt me with your yirtuea F 



I have done ; 

Let us not ijuarrel, wlio arc now allies. 

Setire, and wait the signal. Nay, rctii-e, 

KEMAUB [aside). 
Now let me have both gold and girl; and then — 



The cut-throat infidel robber ! — he is gone. 
I breathe more freely. He will do the ain, 
And I reap the sweet profit : that is right. 
When all is won, I'll lead the Eajah where 
The villain hides : none know where 'tis but I. 



Tho priests are waiting for thee, holy Muttra. 
The victim which you promised hath not come. 
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Haste ! fuj' tlie Eajali wi]l be there to-day, 
And sacrifice to Siva. 



Hay I come. 
'Twill be a glorious day. I'lie Itajali come ? 
Well, we miist wait until lie leave tlia ehrinc, 
And then do our design. Now, whab's tho matter 

KEUiON', entering. 
The wood's surroiiuded : half tlie Kajah's troo(is — 



Pear not ; 'tis nothing. He does sacrifice ; 
And all his Court attend : 'tia ever thus. 
Gio, hide your men ; there, 'midst the underwood ; 
And wten the Eajah'a gone, I'll blow the horn. 
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SCENE 111.— A Hindoo Teiitp2e. 
Pneats aiv officiating, imd wtaries hieeliitff. 

Pour the attar, — more and more ! 
Flowers, and leaves, and apicea heap ; 
Guiiia, and oils, and odours ponr, 
Lest the burning altar sleep 1 
Look, it sinks — the holy flame ! 
Why is not tte victim brought ? 



,yGoo»:^lc 



THE VICTIM. 

Once, if called, tbe Hindoo came 
Swifter tlian tlie fliglifc of tlioiiglit ! 






I am licre ; — and I ; — and I : 
Tliere are none wlio shrink or %. 



Why doth the doomed victim stay p 
Full of siu is base delay : 
Quiet, or soon ahaU sound a ciirse, 
Amidst the thunder of our verse. 
Call her with resistless voice ! 



CojiE ! 

The ZEMIHD4B, RHiiDi, and MuranA, a: 



Ecjoico, rejoice ! 



Soothe Iier soul with song, 
Like a silver shower, 
Sweet, and hrightj and strong : 
'Tis her conq^uering lionr ! 
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DRAMATIC SCENES. 

Let the music steal, 
like a hidden river, 
Through her, till she feel 
Crowned and lilessed for ever ! 

Tlie ZEmsDAB crowns las daugUei: 

Why am I brought here ?— Ila ! what means the c 
I am no vietim sentenced to the fire. 



Harlt, he calls on some one. Hush ! 



Ho calls on thee! 



All ! no, no : till me not. 



"Whence comes this! "Was she not prepared ? 'twas wron^. 
The Eajah will himself come here to-day. 
And pray for aid in some great enterprise ; 
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THE VICTIM. 

Till then we shall not stain the altar foot. 
Take her aside, meantime, and counsel her. 

[RffAiDA is tah&i 01 

voiraa wUhovi. 
The Rajah comes ! the Eajah ! 



Hear'st thou the shouts ? he comes. 



I hear them, brother. 

The bold, freethinlting Dhur-Singh, comes, I know ; 

But here, In our own temple, lie must droop 

Ilia lion aspect and obey the law. 

Hail, Maharajah I 

The Rajah eaters, attended. 

BAJAH (to an OfScor). 

See ttey be secure. 

Health to the priests of Siva ! I am come 
To share your holy rites, and offer prayers, 
Woods, leaves, and spices, (for I shed no blood, 
Save that of foea,) before a God's great shrine. 
Bring here the basket. Look, I offer these ; 
Myrrh, aloes, sacred oils, rich sandal-wood, 
And flowers, whieli you confess even Sira loves : 
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Talce tlieui ; ami pray that I may free the land 

(Else all at peace,) from inurdeuoua men, who've turned 

Our holy Granges to a place of spoil, 

Robbed the poor peasant, slain tte siiclting babe, 

Fired bappy homes, and whorosoo'er they've been, 

Left death, and violation, and despair ! 

[The pj'csente are of mi 

The offerings are accepted. See, they bum. 

And now, great Rajah, we will sacrifice 

A liyiEg creature at the altar foot, 

A maid who ne'er was wooed, betrothed, uor won. 

G-o, fetch the Tictim, [Priest goes oat 

Doth she wish to bum ? 

Her father brings her. On liis house a blot 

Hath dwelt for a hundred years ; no good stays with him ; 

His acts ne'er prosper ; he is loved by none ; 

His dreams are bad ; his peasants starve ; his friends^ 

He hath no friend; and therefore (and because 

He loTCB great Siva) doth he this day bring 

His daughter for a maiden sacrifice. 



MethinliS himself should smart for liis 
And she i 
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She trembles. Humaa blood will shake. 
Sometimes, in dread of the last agony ; 
But we will pray such fault may be forgiven. 
And bid her father fast for one whole day : 
She shall not die in vain. 
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DEAMATIC SCENES. 
Priest enfcjs with Ehaida, tJie Zemindar, tEt. 

The maidea's hero. 

Coins forward. Girl, approauh. 

O spare me, spare me ! 

Come hither, Rhaida ! 

Ha! — who spoke to me ? 

The Eajah spoke. (Aside.) Mcthiuks I know his v 



Where? Whei-e? The Eajah ? Ha, JMcignom! 'Tishe! 
I'm safe, I'm safe ! [Bin^a on her hMei. 



Did tliey not say this girl 
Was unafdanced P 



Ay, unwooed, uiaought. 
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THE VICTIM. 



They told thee false, and they A 

She is affianced ; nay, ahe should have been 

This night a bride. 



Whose bride, O Rajah ? 



Mine. 

Come forward, Ehaida. Look! I take her hand, 
And in your holy temple own lier jiiiue. 
Priest, seek some other victim. 

(Kemacn enters 6y stealth, oiad mixes icith tlie. crowd. The place ii 
av,Tr(fi^iled hg trails.) 

ciiiBF PJIIEST (pauses). 
Mighty Eajali, 

I gi'ieve that 't should be thus ; tut she is doomed ! 
The God himself, in hia own voice, hath asked 
A victim, and I dare not disobey : 
I dare not offer one of less degree. 



Then must we strait do justice- Stand apart ! 

Terrible Siva ! if tliia inaid be thine, 

Devoted, and not slain by human hate, 

Speak to thy servant, who now kneels before thee. 
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,yGoo»:^lc 



DRAMiTIC SCBHES. 



Arise! The marble hath a thouaimd tongues, 
And might, if so it willed, now answer thee. 



Peace, holy man, do I not know't? The G-od, 
Wlsose strong divinity is masked in atone, 
Is free as air ; his spirit still hath power 
To wOl, and mate hia marble limhs obey, 
His marble tongue to speak. Is it not so ? 



Then speali:, O Siva ! If thy wrath 

Demand this maiden for thy altar fires, 

Spcalr, and she comes. Bwt, if no word of thine 

Be heard in answer, I pronounce her — free ! 

Behold her ! She was lured by falsehood hither ; 

And they who brought her have affronted thee, 

By offering a false martyr. She is wooed, 

Won, almoat wed; and by thy awful law. 

Is unfit for the altar. Terrible Gk)d, 

If thou delightest, as 'tis said, in blood, 

Xet sure thou lov'st it most when justly shed. 

Knovp, we have now a victim fit for thee; 

One wlio, though priest and saint, deserves to die. 
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THE VICTIM. 



Spare, then, this innocent maidl^Once more, if thou 
Speai'st not, she's free. No answer ? Maid, npproaeh ! 
The God whom now we worship gives no sign. 



The sign you call for, yesternight was made ; 
ibid 1 did see it. 



Was the victim named? 



He shall have 

A saintly victim, who is doomed to die ; 

lloomed hy the law and mc. 



This place is sacred. Prince. 

Peace, peace, vain men. 

Justice is done in heaven ; why not here ? 

Bring forth the prisoners. Men, stained blaeit with crimes, 

(All by confession and strong proofs made plain) 

Prepare, for ye must die ! Kemaun, thou hast 

One lonely virtue, an undaiuited mind : 
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DKAMATIC SCENES. 

For this (so nmcli I reverence valiaiit lieiirtw), 
I give thee choice how thoa wlli die to-day. 
Speak, and begone ! 



The robher's death for me. 

A tamer end would blot the fame I'vt 

Death and n 



Take him away. [Kkmaitn exit, guarded, 

Per thee, thou baser villainj death by Are : 

That is thy doom, which none ahall mitigate. 

{To Officer.) Stay thou, and see it done. He is the worBi, 

More baao, more false, more without touch of pity. 

Than ever I did think a man eould be. 

One more there is ; her father. 



No ; let him live ; but in a foreign land. 
"We will not touch a hair that's kin to her. 

[riiJTis towrds Rhaid.1. 
And now, thou tcndorcst heart, and loveliest bride. 
That ever made the world more beautiful, 
Bright'ning with smiles the aye-reeurring Spring, 
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THE VICTIM. 

What aliall be done witli thee ? WJiy, tliou must go 
Unto a prison ; look ! to theae fond anna ; 
"Wliilat I, fcliy Priaee, altall feel more honoured, — moi-e, 
With thee thua near me, swcot,— than were I crowned 
With garlands, red with conquest, or now hailed 
By iJl wide India aa her chosen King ! 
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'^art % C^irh. 
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MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



THE PIEST DAY OP Tllii TEAE. 

As one who enters on a road 

The end wfcereof no aighfc can rcacli ; 

Where they who bear Sin's heavy load 

Are numberless (so aagea teach) 

As sands upon the wild sea-beach : 

"Where Showers and Sunshine, Wight and Day, 

Like Ghosts go glimmering on their way ; 

Where Friends and Jj'oes, where Eight and Wrong, 

And all that doth to Life belong, — 

Tlie shadowy Past, the grim To-eome, 

Around our footsteps sink and soar ; 

Where Death goes beating on his drum ; 

And that great Sea without a shore 

Gleams in the distance, while » Voice 

Cries out, ' Let no one here rejoice ! ' 



,yGoo»:^lc 



THE PICST DAY OF THE YEAR. 

So I, now blind with hope and fear, 

Enter upoa thy paths, year ! 

Thy paths, which all who breathe must tread. 

Which lead the Living to the Dead, 

I enter ; for it is my doom 

To tread thy labyrinthine gloom ; 

To note who 'round me watch and wait ; 

To love a few ; perhaps to hate ; 

And do all duties of my fate. 
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MAECH: APEJL; MAT. 

Maecii ! — A cloudy stream is flowing, 
And a hard steel blast is blowing; 
Bitterer now than I remember 
Hver to have felt or seen, 
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MARCH ; APKVL ; MAY. 

In the depths of drear December, 
When the white dotli hide the green ; 
Not a trembling weed up-peereth 
I'roni its dark home under-ground ; 
Violet now nor primrose hcarcth 
lu her sleep a single sound ; 
All in wintry torpor bound ! 
Not a sparrow upon the spray ! 
Not a lark to greet the day ! 

Huab ! — I hear the silver raiu 
Beating on the western pane, 
Singing songs unto the snow ; 
Calling earth to wake below : 
Ah, sweet April comes, who niever com 

In the Orient— light ! A haze 
O'er the deep night-blaekneas strays : 
Thro' the cloudy pall it poureth. 
O'er the mountain scalp it aoareth. 
Over, through, afar, around, 
("Warming all the heart of May,) 
Euns the light without a sounil, 
From the black into tlic grey, 
Trom the grey into the dawn, 
Silvering all its folds of lawn, 
Tiil it hursts upon the Day, 
Gaze ! From out the living gold 
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Knowledge etreameth as of old. 
Gaze upon the sunny river ; 
Heaven is briglifc and bounteous e 
All Is beautiful. — ^I rise ; 
Grod is loolting from the skies ! 
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THE PIGTUEB. 

llNiiEESEATn you iintiqvie frame, 
(Carved, observe, by dextrous hands,) 
All apart from meaner things. 
The thousaud-guinea pauel stands. 

Onco, in the great old Mom palace, 
When the sunset evening bloom 
Flushed the Adriatic waters. 
It lit up the golden room. 

Strangers, all who thronged to seo it, 
Vowed the soldier's coal-blaek eyes 
Burned beneath the lady's beauty, 
Glowing there with sweet surprise. 

Prom his earnest ga/e she loots ; 
Tet the passionate words she hears ; 
As when we fix our eyes on boolis 
We hear a tender talker's tears : 
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THE PICTURE. 

A.nA, note well his tremulous moutb. 
Her proud sweet smile, patrician skin ; 
And her eyes that front your eyes, 
g every thouglit within. 



"What a light ia on her forehead, 
Shooting forwards from the dark ! 
How the hues of queenly crimson 
All her swelling beauty mark! 

And the streaks of rich Sienna 
That embrown his visage dun ; 
And the gold upon her tresses, 
Blazing like the western sun. 

— Bead and ponder, gentle Maiden : 
And, within this circle, see 
All that was, when Love was master. 
All tbat is, and is to be ; 

Beauty, conquering and conciuered; 
Strength, all strength and fame forgot ; 
Pride subdued ; Love, Truth triumphant :- 
(Ah, what learner knows them not !) 

And, besides these truths, 'tis whispered 
That within this picture lies 
The painter's story, when sublimed 
He rose with Love into the skies. 
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THE PICTURE, 

What jiamea they had — tliese shapes we look on— 
"Whether, constrained, they iled of yore, 
Far away, to Isle enchanted, 
Idling on some faery shore ; 

Or in dark and tonsome cities, 

Or within some sparry coll, 

In a Bunset wilderness. 

Loved their lives out, — none can tell. 

But our dreams, which lift the Putiire 

And the Present iuto light, 

Give unto the Past a glory 

That leaves the lovers' fortunes hriglit. 
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THE PARISH BOCTOll. 

I 'iifAVEL by day, 1 travel by night, 
In the blistering sun, in tlie drenohing rj 
And my only pleasure, in dark or light, 
la to Jielp the poor, iii pain. 



,yGoo»:^lc 



THE PARISH DOCTOK. 

Tke Parish Magnificoes pay me— wliat V 
Were it only the money, I woiild not roam, 
But enjoy the little that I have got 
By my own fireside, at home. 

Bnt hunger, and thirst, and pain, and wne 
Entice me on ;■ and they pay mo well, 
"When I beat down the devil Disease, you know 
'Tis for that my old ago I sell : 

I give up my comfort, my crusty wine, 
My slippers, my books, and my easy cliair. 
And go where the paupers starve and pine, 
With help. But for this, I swear, 

I woidd spit on the fat false hloated men 
Who strut on the vestry floor, 
And toss 'em their twenty poaiids again. 
That they squeeze from the parish poor. 

Last night,— O God, what a night of cold, 
With the wind and the slinging hail ! 
What a night for a lamh that had left the fold, 
And had wandered, weak and pale ! 

Yet there she was, — on the midnight thrown 
By the rascal that bars the gate, 
And the lying relieving officer (known 
For relieving — the parish rate !). 
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Till', PAllISH DOCTOR. 

These knaves, they are high in their masters' books. 

Have a sum upon which they draw 

To keep up their credit ; tho' each one looks 

To be sure lie's within tlie law. 

But gentleness, Idiidiicss, love— that lend 
To the gifts of tho heart a grace, 
They reach not the pauper that has no friend, 
They suit not the guardian's place, 

Tkeir duty is known ; — to keep down the rate, 
And the poor within proper hounds, 
And to pay (that he may not he too elate) 
The Doctor vritli^Twenij/ pounds ! 
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ABOVE AND BELOW. 



Look forth, into the azure there ! 
<iiii./L' your aoiil oiit upon tlie blue 
Now, tell me what you see so fair. 
Aud what that ffiir reflects 
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-\KOV\i AND BELOW. 

Ls Loye there ?■ — Joy ? — ia airy Hope ? 
Dwell they all there, amid the stars ? 
Or are they stiU beyond your scope, 
Wliicli some terrestrial error bars ? 

Yoii see nought : but, you say, some dreatii 
Inspires you tc) sublimer euds ; 
And that you rise up to a theme. 
Which lifts you as itself ascends. 

\Ve]l! — even here the lily Mooma; 
The rose is opening in the sun ; 
On every leaf are hung perfumes: 
From every branch a wreath ia won. 

Beneath this rough rock, stained by Time, 
The sparkling brooklet runs and sings ; 
And half-way up the brambles climb ; 
And from its top the acacia springs. 

The daisy laiigha upon the sward ; 
The violet sleeps within her nest -. 
Ah ! — Nature ever yields rewai-d 
To him who seeks, and loves her best, 

Now, for a moment, turn your siglit, 
To where thia tiniest wonn expands 
His emerald armour in the light, 
Like a dragon from the haunted lands. 
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ADOVE AHI) JiELOff, 

Look tbro' ttia wizard glass, and own 
How muscles swell ; how pulses beat ; 
How Life, that wonder never known, 
Dwells in this thing, from liead to feet; 

Dwells in those pai'ts no eye can reach. 
No touch — the tendereafc — but must harm, 
So infinitely small is each : 
And yet, the heart's blood riLoneth vrarm, 

And appetites pervade this shape. 
And Love, and Joy, and Hope, aud Fear, 
(Such as your upward eyes escape,) 
God's agents, — all are dwelling here. 

Ahj.friond! — Not always gaze above; 
But cast your looks below,— around : 
Heside you dwelleth Human Love, 
And Heavenly Wonders on the ground. 
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A G-AliJJEN" SCENE. 

Stro me a soft love-laden song; 
Tie lip your hair in a tigliter braid ; 
Here let us lie, in the cypress shade ; 
Here, where the feathery fountain ainga, 
And into the porphyry basin springs ; 
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A GARDEN SCE^ffi. 

S|)arklmg, tastiing, along it goea, 
Winding round by the sitnny steep. 
Whereon the quick green lizards creep ; 
Husli ! — 'tis gone to a deep repose, 
There, where the rougli rose-bramble blows. 

Sing me a song, a sadder song ; 
All about her renowned in story, 
Who died to cona&mmate her lover's glory ; 
Took on hep soul a grievous wrong ; 
Gave herself up, all, life and limb ; 
Trembled a little, and then grew dim ; 
Martyred alike in fame and pride ; 
Kissed the poison, and so she died. 

Whisper another grief in song. 

Where did Amalfl's daughter die ? 

Wby do Moroui's turrets lie 

Shattered by Time and the tempest strong ? 

Left to bare neglect so long p 

Out in the wild Campi^na, She 

Wandered to save her soul from pain; 

And there, where the poor and guilty flee, 

Began the labour of life again. 

Her tasks are over ; life is done : 

She Hed with the light of the setting sun. 

Into the azure, far away. 

Till she met the dawn of anotlier day. 
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A HAllDBN SCENl!. 

lu tlio Negroni gardens, towers 

Many a grave and princely pine, 

"Wit Tiin whoac apicy dai'tnesa ahiiie 

Lilies and creamy oramge flowers, 

And sculptured creatures, rare and fiue, — 

Marble Deities, eacli alone. 

Born in heayen, and struck to stone : 

Thither we'll Iiie in the dusky eve, 

And hark to the measurea that make lis grieve ; 

Thou thyself shali imlowje thy tongue, 

With the sweets of Archangelo'a music hung, 

Now let i,Lti end! — -Yet, iistcu awhile, 

With silent heart and a graver smile ; 

But back your hyacinth tressea fling. 

That ravish the sweets that the summers hriug. 

Hush ! the fountain upspriuga again ; 

You may hear the words of the silver raiii ! 

What do they tell off? Eriendship long, 

With seeds of the Love-flower sown among ? 

Of Fate the master ? Life the slave ? 

Of Love that awaiteth hoyond the grave ? 

So let it he : — My dear delight, 

Now let ua whisper the world " Good Night!" 
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PROVEEBJA.L PHILOSOl'HI. 

How ofteii deep wisdom, my Coaimo, 

Lurks in a phrase. 
Or a proverb, — ^you hear it aud lioard it 

To th,e eucl of yoiu' days, 

I wish I could poui' out iiiy proverhs, 

LOie wine from ^ cask, 
Much as Audit vocatus Apollo— 

(Why it comes, as I ask !) 

Let jiie try.' — Do not smile, tho' I Ijorrow 

From Pagau or Turk : 
'Tis the end (Mnis optes coronal) 

That crowneth the work. 

Even though in my course I should stiimhlc, 

Itememher the text, 
AUqumido dormitat Somerus, 

And do not te vexed. 
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PROVERBIAL PHILOSOPHT. 

Were I young I might Imply do better. 

Do well ; but alack ! 
VesUpa niilla retrorsum ; 

There's no going back. 

I see now the rocks and the shallows, 

And what to ayoid ; 
Titanda est mnproha Siren ; 

But the yoimg arc decoyect 

By idleiiesa ; gentle and simple. 

They bend to the nile ; 
Super et Garmiteoitos et Indos, 

Each playeth the fool ; 

Ho "who labours when othei's are sporting 

la scorned by the rest, 
Nigrogue mnillwna eygw). 

Thrust out from the nest ; 

So I sank, overborne by my fellows : 

Yet wherefore complain ? 
Qnis tulerit Gracehos giierenief! ? 

— I cried, but in vain. 

Mantis liise invmica ii/rmmis ! 

"When a blow on the head 
Brought me down. Ifc was thus my ambition 

"Was conquered, and fled. 
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PKOVERBIAL PHILOSOPHY. 

And now, aa you see, iu my versoa 

Few thoughts are afloat, 
Rari nantes in gurgite vasto : 

Xet meii of some note, 

Keep me sometimes io couiiteiiii.ncfi, kiudly, 

With impotent rhymes. 
(InSoeti poemata scrihmt, 

Is a phrase of old times.) 

Well; -well! He who spatters thn ahsenl * 

Deserves not a. Mend ; 
Semel Ids insanivimvis ormtes : 

And so there's an end. 

I srtid that I loved the wise pj'ovei'h. 

Brief, simple, and deep., 
For it I'd exchange the great poem 

That sends ns to sJeep. 

I'd part with, tho talk of my neighbour, 

That flearios the brain. 
Like the Eondo that rcaehes an end, and 

Eeginneth again. 

A¥hat boohs wo might s])are, my dear Cosimo, 
Paper and pi'int ! 

'' '■ Abeealem <pd roilU maiewiii." 



,Gooi^lc 



CKIj/iTA vietus. 

That volume, for instance, witli jiotLiiir; save 
Sentences in 'i ; 

No meaning, no etory, no sejitinieut ; 

All is a blank, 
Save the title-page, showing 'twas writ by 

"A person of rnnk." 

Wo might spaJ'c tho too deep rtisaertations 

Which nobody reads, 
The Essays (on somefching or nothing,) 

Wliich nobody needs, 

"We might spare, — ^ah, perhaps, our own voUun 

The bookseller's grief. 
Had ive courage to spring from tlie limbo, 

And dai'c to be brief. 



CELATA VIETITS, 

Toil give me praise for what 1 do ; 
Ton blame me for what's left undone ; 
Alas, how little is pierced through, — 
How little known of the lost oi' won, 
TTnder the Snu. 
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CRLATA VIRTUS. 

My dear friend here, (\¥ould I possessed 
His geuius — subtle, deep, divine !) 
Tou judge his motion by his rest -. 
You sound him \vithoul; length of Jiue, 
Aiid misa the mine. 

Por every common tlionght I print, 
How many a tetter lurks unsaid, 
That wants the stamp, and leaves the mint 
Uiihonoured by the monarch's liead, 
And good as dead. 

How many a towering tree hath sprung 
!From seeds which winged wanderers spill ; 
.How many a dmly deed is smig 
A^ good, \yhich hath its source in dl, 
Do what we will. 

Our world opinions, lialf alloy. 

Pass weU : the rest aside are thrown : 

And inmost deepest notes of joy 

Move not ; their own great meaning known 

To tlic heart alone! 

Let's live onr'life then as we may ; 

Let's tliinlt, — aa oft we've thought, in sooth, 

Careless what passers by may say ; 

Kind to our kind, in age, in yonth. 

And tnie to truth. 
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AN" AOQIJAINTANOE. 

I DO not love you — I do not hate : 
A somotliiiig, 'tween hate and love, ia thine. 
X have given you — aueh as it ia— a piece, 
A lUtle piece, of this heart of mine : 

A morsel of gold, — but masssed and mixed 
With silver and iron, and clay beside ; 
It softens your own heart not a jot; 
It pampers — a little, perhaps,^ — your pride. 

You proffer me, now and then, words bo kind ! 
Yet I think, for a purpose, you'd touch— just touch 
My throat with your dagger, — then heal the gash ; 
Not glad— scarce sorry — you'd hurt me much. 

You would strike me to death, when the ill blood flies 
To your brain, and the riotous pulso begins 
To beat ; but that I have a Secret lies 
Down in the dttrk, amidst all my sins ; 
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AN ACQOAINTANGB. 

And with This I have always a master'a power, 
To keep mthiu bovinds jour treacherous will ; 
And with this I shall conquer yovir evil hour, 
And tame your heart,— till your heart he still. 

Therefore, and hocause I must mix with, nieu 
"Who are scarcely my friends (for a friend is rare), 
I shall veninire ■within your circle again, 
And he seen with you, taking the noon-day air. 

Thus far ; uo farther. I give luy love 
Where only my heart points out the man ; 
Then I give, aa I give to my God above. 
Love, intellect, friencUHp, — all I can. 

No stint ! no subterfuge. Time and thought, 
Heart, fortune, — a liver that knows no end, 
AH (gold from the mine and gold thiit'a wrought,) 
Belong to the man that I call my friend. 
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1''ar down in the depths of our city 

There hideth a lane ; 
Dark, narrow ; a twist like a syphon 

Runs thro' it amain. 
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EiKili Kouse (once a palace) is blackeiieil 

By tempoat and time, 
And the o'erhaHging stories seom w!itcliiiig 

For iiji(!ergrairad crime. 

Here reigns tlio dark Spirit of Silence, 

Thro' evenings and nights, 
Save where, from yon attic, there pcereth 

The smallest of lights ; 

Where blooms, on yon parapet, something 

Half flower, half weed, 
But tended as gently as love tendctli 

Lovo in its need, , 

As motlier her child when it pineth : 

There dwelleth — ah ! one 
"Who worketh and singeth and workotli 

Till down of the snn. 

"Well, — there (when-e yovi see), I helield her, 

A summer ago, 
From this garret here, quite on a level, 

"Where they erovi'd and they stow 

The old pictures, and tables, and ledgers ; 

I had sought thro' the house 
For some proof 'gainst a rfecnsant debtor ; 

Had startled the mouse. 
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Iliid scared the blind bat iroiu her sliLiiihcis, 

The spider had slain, 
When, lo ! my glance shot tliro' the window, 

Where pattered the rain. 

I started : — 'twas now my tnrii, sco yuu. 

To tremble and start ; 
One look, and the flerccst of arrows 

"Went right thro' my heart. 

But no figures! — they tamiah my sLory : 

I loved her ; I love, 
As I worship the mother who bore me. 

The heavens above ! 

My God ! will she oTer not scoi-n me 'i- 

To ask her for more 
Is to ask the sweet ligJit from a phmct ! 

I can but adore ! 

Tet, — perhaps, — if I gave (and I'd give her) 

My life in return, 
She would not qtnte scorn,— and she aeemcth 

Too gentle to spurn. 
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J'ate has blessed, mo. Look ! Would you bclio 

(I am aueh as you see,) 
That fate should havo granted the angel 

That sits on my knee ? 

'Tis our child ; yes, the child of the majden 

Who sewed as she sung ; 
My wife — my bcloTed. She shut not 

Her ear to my tongue ; 

But gave up the wealth of her beauty. 

The grace of her youth. 
To my prayer — to the pain of my passion, 

The strength of my truth, 

In the front of the attic she dwelt in 

Still blooms the poor flower ; 
And within it my fancy still hlossometh 

Hour by hour ! 

Ay, often I svvorvo from the joys 

Of my garden, with gleams 
Of the sun, to go back to the blackened 

Old houses ; — aiid Dreams 

Of the past, when my life was a struggle, 

Pal! thick on my brain, 
But tempered, and turned to a plcaauro 

That springs from the pain, — 
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How efcrange, t^at the time- smitten City 

Should harbour a place, 
Where crazy old age is a beauty, 

And labour a grace ! 
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I'L ATONIC. 

IJut it all must be riglit ; and Love thrives 

Most in Bon-ow, I'm told, 
As the lily grows fairer aud fresher 

The blacker the mould. 



What eay yoii ? — ■" I like yon' lady there ; 
She me ; no further we intend, 
But nurse this friendship-flower with care, 
Aud live and die — ^just friend and friend. 

I scarce know what her shape may be ; 
Her colour — ia it dark or light ? 
Eyes she must have, for she can see ; 
Haply you'll tell me they are bright. 

It is the MUTD which I admire, ' 
The intellectual virtuous soiil, 
The pale pure splendour without lire. 
That lightens up the perfect whole. 
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In wliivt fair guise tlie Soul ia cireafc, 
In rustic beauty, courtly grace, 
What heed ? I care not foe the rest, 
So Intellect hath its throned place." 

— Peace ! Ignorant of the good and bright ! 
Blind seornor of the gifts of God, 
!Following whose footsteps came the Light, 
While Beauty blossomed aa he trod. 

Learn, Virtue is not more his own 
Than Beauty : both he gave combined, 
Knowing each could not thrive alone, 
So in tho liody bound the mind : 

A.nd I'rom tho body, and from its brain 
And nerves come issuing (how who knows i') 
Those pangs of thought, of joy, of pain, 
That keep and crown it to the close, 

"When Life, (if« duty done), the strange 

Consolidated fabric leases. 

And soariug — elsewhere for a change. 

Again bears evil pains, and grieves. 

Again feels joy and hope, rejoices and believes. 
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THE SEXES. 

As the man beholds the woman, 
As the womaai aees the man, 
Curioualy they note each other. 
As ea«h other only can, 

Never can the man cliveat her 
Of that wondrous charm of sex ; 
Ever must she, dreaming of hhn. 
The same mystic charm arniei. 

Strange, inborn, profound attraction ! 
Nob the Poet's range of soul, 
Learning, Science, sexless Virtue, 
Can the gazer's thought control. 

But, thro' every nerve and fancy 
Which the inmost heart reveals, 
Twined, ingrained, the Sense of difference, 
Like tlie subtle serpent, Btcii.Is, 
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QUESTIONS TO A SPIEITUAL PEIENI), 



When we met, do yoii remember, 
In the lane ? 

"When our murraiiring scliool was i 
All its toils, its lessons vain, 
All its padn ? 
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QUESTIONS TO A SPIEITITAL FRIEND. 

Since those lialf-foi^otten hours, 

Tou and I 

Have trod our distant paths, asunder ; 

Meeting once, — you to die, 

I to sigh. 

In your home beyond Orion 
Do you fee!,— 

Do you mark what stirs within us, 
'n the common weal ? 



Gold? or steel? 

LoTo ? or hate ? — Alas, all passions 
Make or mar ! 

Even my life's at best a struck. 
Gaining, whether in peace or war, 
Many a sear. 

But Toir ! — you wliose journey's ovei' ? 
In my ear 

Whisper, — are you happier ? wiser ? 
Better ? than when you dwelt here 
Witliout a fear ? 

Does the Spirit disembodied 

Think ?— the Mind, 

Dragged no longer down from Heayen, 

Soar at will upon the wind, 

Unconfincd ? 
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QUESTIONS TO A SPIRITUAL I'KIIiND. 

Shme they now whose light on cartli 

Was quenched or hid ? 

What of those who dwelt in divrkneaa ? 

What of those who only did 

As they were hid P 

What of men who had great yirtvios 
And great sins ? 

Show uie just the point and turning 
Where no longer Virtue wins, 
And Vice hegius ! 

Do you loTO the hearts that lovod you ? 
See and scan 

Our poor world, which is so pleasant, 
When unto his neighbour man 
Does all he can. 

Which of all our wants and puKsioiia 
Cling to clay ? 

TeU. me which you carry with you 
To the realms of endless day, 
Far away. 

Dives, who so long oppressed yoit. 
Do you hate ? 

Love you still our emmbling customs, 
As when you argued, early and late, 
For Church and State ? 
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AN IKTEEIOE. 

Il'omci'— Dante— woi-M- wise Shakespere— 

Sons of Light ! 

Do they stand in power as prioees ? 

Or lose lustro, and take flight 

To endless night ? 

Light and Dark, and Good and Evil, 
Heat and Oold, 

Vain and Pleasure, .Poor and Wealthy, 
Power oE' Virtue, Po« er of G-old, — ■ 
All unfold ! 



AJN" IKTBllIOK 



Unloose your heart, and let me see 
What's hid within that i-uby round ; 
Let every fold he now unbound. 
What's here ? Belief P^impiety ? 
Good — bad— indifferent ? Lot them. be. 

X see the crude half-flnished thought ; 
The scrambling fancies, one by one, 
Oome out and stretch them in the sun. 
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AN INTEKIOll. 

And wliat's that in the distance, wrouglit, 
Clear, round, prismatic ? — Tt is nought, — 

A bubble, swollen to ita best, 
Its largest shape ; yet overmuch. 
'Twill shrinlt, I fancy, at a touch : 
Tet, I'll not touch it ; — Let it rest. 
An egg within a Tiper's neat. 

Hatched into life, I aee it swell, 

.Burst, bare at once its poison fangs. 

Alaa, air, on how little hangs 

My life ; your doing ill or ■well. 

Who'd think that you would ring my knell 'i 

I thought you wom my friend, the flower 
Of jolly, gamesome, rosy friends. 
Well, here our ill-paired union ends. 
I leave you ; Should I have the power, 
TU sting you in your latest hour. 

2^0,^-let'a jog on, from morn to night ; 
Less close than we were wont, indeed ; 
Why should I hate, because I read 
The spots kept secret from my sight. 
And force some unborn sins to light ? 
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All's minglei! here, if keenly scaiuied ; 
No elemeat is simple foiiiid ; 
But mised and massed with otLer ground,- — 
Air, — water :— So, I'll keep my stand, 
And marcli wilili you to the evening land. 



These are the marble stairs (come on !) which load 

To the famous picture galleries ; so, take heed ! 

On every side are wonders : — Ton will see 

Gems to mate rich a nation's treasury. 

Our Duke who owns tBem — [Ah, would he could hear ! 

Impenetrably deaf! Well, we must steer 

By sight.] — Observe now, wheire my finger points. 

That is our Eaffaelle's work. See who anoints 

Christ's feet : How humbly the poor mournor kneels ! 

How the bowed head her gentle soul reveals ! 

[I'll write all on my tablets, as we walk.] 

— There, by the barren rocks, again she lies, 

Witching the admiration from our eyes : 
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That is Correggid's desert Magdalen. 
Above, you recognise the man whom meii 
Worahip, old Michael. Those gaunt heads in chalk ; 
That sketch where two grim saints or sages stalk, 
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SEEIKG. 

Arc liis. Beyond, you see a blazing Tbougtit 

Of Titian, in his radiant morning wrought. 

Ere kings bent down, and courticra sought his ear :^ 

In front (Friuii's mountains in the rear) 

Aro white nymphs revelling in a summer pool; 

Some, on iho moist green grass, drink in the cool, 

Not dreaming that the hunter hides so near. 

You grasp my arm— you tremble ? — Tiiah, no fear ! 

Ah, yes ; I understand.— &ods, what a face ! 

"VVTiat eyes, where Grief and Love thua interlace ! 

Around that brow what burning locks entwine ! 

The mouth — it speaks I Those mute words, (so divine. 

Have told the lady's story many years. 

Her name is lost ! — -Tho painter ? He appears 

There, on the carved frame, — " Griorgione." Noue 

Now dip their pencil in the setting sun 

Like him. "Who else could shape a dream so bright. 

Op crown it with that sad and thoughtful light ? 

Ere you pass on, note how the amile just dies 

Upon her parted mouth, where Love still lies ; 

And all the world of sorrow in those eyes ! 

Good, good ! I love to see those tears. They tell 

Tou understand the graceful painter well. 

Turn hither, now : And let your eyes be led 

To Guido's angel, — liis white wings outspread ; 

His hand suspended,— there, — as tho' ho heard 

(Gaaing afar) some sweet seraphic word. 
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— How the boy smiles, as thougli ho heard the soug ! 
AVeU, (3-od is good, ajiil human faith ia strong. 
Perhaps he feels the hymn enter his brain 
Through some mysterious paths of joyful paiu, 
"Which to our gi'osser sense are shut. Who knows 
The hundred cells where lurk our neighbour' a woes ? 
"Who from what cause each grayer pleasure springs 
That soothes him when the raven Tempeat sings ? 
To some the merry skylai'k'a morning notes 
Fall sad from out the skies wherein he floats : 
And some delight in melancholy sounds ; 
And some hate music. In their golden rounds 
The poets go, striking the vain sweet lyre ! 
How few they charm, alas ! and none inspire. 
Breathing amidat the deaf, who hear them not, 
They aiEg, and toU, and die, — and are forgot ! 



"Boy, thou shalt bo a painter. — I give him Hope, 

That fickle fairy, who will not elope. 

So long as in his warm blood crimsons youth, 

So long perhaps as he is feme to Tmth. 

Yet, — as I gaze upon these pictures, drawn 

Many in colours brighter than the dawn ; 

Some touched with humour, such as bees might sip 

In aumraer-time from Ariosto's lip, 

I think of all the baffled hopes and pains 

That men endui-e, to reach some sordid gains ! 

Some gains P— am I not ignorantly wrong? 
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My tliouglit muat err. The seed of Poet's song, 

Of Artiata' inspiration, when they reiwih 

That rare expression, wldch ia kin to speech, 

Must spring from a deeper source, — some inward bliss. 

Some airy ambitious liope, 

But, how is this ? 
The crowd descends. What, is the day so low ? 
Then we'll depart. Xu truth, 'tis better so, 
Than wear hia spirit down with too miieh pleasure. 
To-morrow we will come again, and measure 
Florence with Eome, — with Venice. That being done. 
He shall go home and dream how Fame may still be won. 
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fc m a poem 
Tliafc Eefraiu ! 
Never comes the sweet recurrence 
Murmuring on the ear in vain : 
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HEARING. 

Sweetest is the song in leisure, 

Linking pleasure unto pleasure, 

Hiding all the pain. 

Curious is tte sense of hearing ! 

How it bears 
You back into the dreams of distance, 
Vanished joys, forgotten cares, 
Through the starry ether, bringing 
Dovni the orbM angela' singing 

From the upper airs. 

What, unheard, were lore's own musie ? 

SeuselesSj cold. 
Wiuit would be the sweet confession P 
It might — ah, — remain untold ! 
What the cannon's thunderous stories F 
What our Australasian glories, 

With their tales of gold ? 

Hearing ! Sight ! All-mystic powers ! 

What has e'er 
Man, in hk divinest hours, 
Wrought that shall with these compare ? 
GKfts are they, from Him who givcth 
Life to everything that liveth. 
Patient Strength that ne'er repineth, 
Hope that soareth, Love that shiueth 

Upon every care. 
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Shall you love him ? Oh, yea, Ioto him, 
■While you live — until you die ; 

Wlievefore ask the idle question ? 
Why your change deuy ? 

"When for me you left a lover. 

How I loved you, kissed your brow,^ 
Lips ; believed you ; 1;oo much trusted : 

Well,— he'U trust you now. 

la the region of hia fancy 
He will seat you on a throne, 

Aud fall down, a slave, before you, 
Worehjpping you alone. 

All tho good the Giods have given him, 
All his wealth beneath the sun. 

He will give you, — soul and body, 
G-ive— as I havo done ! 
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Mfl,UYAKB HONTE. 

Will you then desert him ? hate liiin ? 

Scorn him, as you me disdain ? 
Tea :— he'll leave the world heliind him, 

Burthened with his paiu : 

And yon then will sail triumphant. 
To "frosii fields and pastures aew," 

lieaving in your wako a mnrniiir 
Of what Hell can do, 

When the Serpent stings the woman, 

—-Oh, sweet Saints who watch above ! 

Why should harlot Folly reign, 

Stinging tender iiearts to pain, 

lettering with her slavish chain 

The poor peasant, Love ? 



MATJYA18E HONTE. 

I ■WATCH the house wherein she dwelleth, 

Love-conquered quite : 
I watch and wait, till some one telloth 
That she is about to break the night 

With her light; 
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And then — foi I kuow the road Bhe tri\ elleth— 

I steal away, 
And meet her. I'ace to face nnravellefch 
All that I long have humed to say, 

Night and day. 
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MAUVAISB HONTB. 

She moves ; the conscious beauty crowuiug 

Het' queenly eyes ; 
X, with my face of fire, diaowning 
The coward, heart tliat within me dies. 

And so Time ilies ; 

And Life, which is so sliortj will tremble 

And fade in death, 
Before the love, which I dissemble, 
Will dare to tell, iu faltering breath, 

All my heart saith. 

Still haunt I every path she treadeth. 

The field, the lane ; 
And read — oh, every book she readeth : 
And some who aee my tortured brain, 

WiU BootUe the pain, — 

"Will tell me how she ought to love me, 

And that her heart 
(Altho' her eyes look cold above me) 
l'e«ls, thro' her pride, the arrow dai-t, 

But hides the smart. 

And then, I hope ! — At times a gloiy. 

From some far clime, 
Shoots thro' the darkness of my etoiy, 
A.nd tlien I give my soul to rhyme, 

As now; — and trust to time. 
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LOVE— (MoDEUATo). 

She gave him her all, her heart and her fortiii 
What did he do with the beautiful pack ? 
Gazed at 't a little, and gave it her back ; 
Negligent quite of a chance ao opportune. 
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LOVE (MODERWO). 

Blushing for shame, did she call in her brother, 
Or her fierce fighting couair, to puniah the wroEg ? 
Ah, no, sir, she wiaely broke into a song. 
Felt her heart was all sound, and so gave it another. 

" Well i ahe was wise not to pine for his aeoriiing. 
She lives ?" — With her husband, just over the way; 
She sings him to aleep at the close of the day, 
And laughs with !ier children, sir, all thro' the morning 

Tot has she a heart. She has squandered her beauty, 
Long since : It fell ofT, like the bloom of the rose ; 
And now on life's road she contentedly goea, 
And gives herself up, quite, to conjugal duty. 

All love is not bui^ning. 'Tis paler and colder 
When hunger, or frost, or life's troubles give pain ; 
Tt subsidea into calm when our life's on tho wane. 
And hides its small panga from the laughing beholder. 
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LOVE~(Tr.MPj:sTOSo). 

PeEss your palms upou my eyes : 
Press your breast against my breast. 
Notting, save enormous pleasures, — 
Nothmg but the vastest, — best, 
Now can give me rest. 

From the extremities of earth 
I conic :^"What read I on your brow P 
Tell me not of forms or fancies : 
Love me ; as but you luiow how. 
Your lips upon my lips, — uow ! 

What ! am I not he you loved P 
Gave your heart to i why deny ? 
Am I changed ? arc you a traitress ? 
I'U not part with a kiss or sigli : 
Who can love as I ? 
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TO A FOREIGN ACTEKS. 

In your words tliere Uvea a music 
Tliat can sootlie the soul of care ; 
In. yonr eyes I see a beauty, 
(Bea\it.y airier than the air,) 
None hut you can wear. 

All the tempests of the tropics, 

Oceaus, deserts, have I passed; 

"What do you thiuk gave strength to eonqut 

Deadly ice and burning blast, 

But to be loved by you, — chained fast 

Ever while the world shall last ? 



TO A I'OEEIGN ACTEESS. 

WnAT shall I do to please you ? 
To flatter, to woo, to win P 
Shall I buy your body with money ? 
Shall I tempt your soul with aiu? 

Shall I build up heroic poems. 
And force your name on high ? 
Shall I rush in the Hell of battle, 
With your name as a conquering cry ? 



,yGoo»:^lc 



PAETHIAN LOVE, 

SliaU I shoot tte untrodden desert ? 
Shall I twine witli my own your name, 
In some glory yet unaecended ? 
In some terrible endless fame ? 

I see that your eyes are a serpent's : 
I know that your heart is atone ; 
That your love is as false as deadly ; 
And yet — I am youra alone ! 

Witch^ — S erpcnt — pitiless — w ortMoss — 
Look down, where I nritlie and sigh ! 
Speak ! "What must I do — or suffer ?— ^ 
Ton hiss out an answer — "die!" 



PAETHIAN LOVE. 



Thx figure I see in the hcnding grass ; 
Thy voice I hear in the eoDg-sweet river : 
I scent the rich flower, and sigh at thy power ; 
Wherever I be, thine image I see, 
And dee- 
Flee thee for ever, over, ever. 
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PAKTIIIAN LOVE, 

Thou haat too much griice, in tliy perfect face ; 
Thou hast too maiiy darts in thine armed (juivei' : 
The pleasure I gain is o'erpowered hy paiji, 
So I leave thee, and grieve thee 
I'or ever, — ever. 

What is it that liea in thine orient eyes ? 
"What's hid in thy bosom, thou dangerous giver 'i 
Thou givest in vain or joy or pain ; 
I shun thy perfume, for it is my doom 
To see thee, and flee thee 
Por ever, — ever ! 
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J'AR KIENTE. 

Plbasaht it is, that doing nothing, 
Never moving — thinking — scheming ; 
Idle only, — ^ do zing, — dreaming 
On a sward of quiet green. 
By the rippling river seen ; 
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PAR NIENTE. 

AVhore tlie alders in a row. 

When the moraing breeaes blow, 

Whisper to the plumy boughs 

Of an elm, that overhead 

Doth a cooling shadow shed : 

In the leaves, perhaps, a dove 

Breathes her little note of love ; 

Else all silent.— On the wall 

Let the summer sunshine fall. 

On the meadow, on the mill. 

Idle now, amid the sedge 

Thieliening at the water's edge, 

And upon the far, soft, azure-curtained h 

Far be every human ill ! 

Far be tears, far be sighing ! 

Nothing gloomy ; let the Day 

Euii upon his cheerful way ; 

While over me and over all 

Silver clouds are flying. 

Much, indeed, I love to wallv 
With a friend, in easy talk, 
On the downs, in June or May ; 
On the downs, that stretch away. 
Par away,- — far away, — 
From the white-hrowed cliffs that keep 
Watch above the toiling Deep, 
Listening there night and day 
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What the troubled Waters say ; 
I"or they often writhe and moan, 
From the mid Atlantic blown, 
And will tell you ghastly tales, 
Of what befalleth in the gales, 
Till you steal unto your rest 
With a pain upon your brei^t. 

Tefc, how pleasant nothing doing ! 
What is all the worth of wooing ? 
Loving ? — when you may inspire 
Warmth beside the winter Hre, 
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FAE NIEWTE, 

Cariug uoiigM wliai may IjeLido you, 
"With a book you love beside youj 
(Landor's verse or Browning's rhyme, 
Or some vohime of old time 
Loved when Miction, nurse of youth, 
Fed you with the milk of Truth,) — 
Ail the whOe the rough storm ragow, 
As you doze above the pages, 
Half-ashamed the charmer Sleep 
Should take you to her deepest deep, 
"With such vrealth before you. 
Tefc, till gentle Sleep restore you 
To your merry morniug fancies, 
Pleasant la the dream that dances 
Up and down before your eyes, 
As the misty daylight dies ; 
Pleasant are the scraps and lines, 
That no conscious sense divines. 
Murmurs, — soimds.^that como and go 
Just as lapsing waters flow ; 
Kow a ■whisper, lilte the South 
Breathing from a loving mouth. 
Then the silence, — softest, — best, 
Till you — fade away to rest ! 

Pleasant all ! And yet there streams 
Beyond it, like a light in dreams, 
Something even the Idler seeth. 
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PAR KIEffTE. 

"Wlicn his idle humour fleeth ; 
Something ttat the dull hrain ili^th. 
And the ambitions Soul desiretli ; 
s where the poet'a vision 
li into fields Elysian ; 
Gardens, with their clustering gold ; 
Castles, rich with pictures old. 
Done by famous painters dead. 
Ere the Heroic Spirit fled. 
Leaving Earth to later glories, 
Eittcd, ea«h in turn, for stories 
That would crown the Artist's fame, 



Idler ! — -Let Iiis idling cease, 

If he hope to dwell in peace, 

Such a peace as Labour gives 

Unto every one that lives ; 

Let him seek, — nor idly seek. 

But wear his toil upon his cheek -. 

"What he seeketh he ahaD find. 

Food for every mood of miud ; 

Learning, culled from antique bowers ; 

Science, sweet in midnight hours ; 

Music, silvering down in showers ; 

All that Poets wise have brought 

From the inner realms of Thought ; [of flowers. 

All that the master. Love, can tea«h, amidst a world 
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TO JOHN rOESTER. 



I DO not know a man who better resids 

Or weighs the great thoughts of the hook I nend, — 

Better than he whom I have called my friend 

Por twenty years and upwards. He who feeds 

Upon Shakesperian pastures never needs 

The humbler food which springs from plains below : 

Tet may he love the little flowers that blow, 

A.nd him excuse who for their beauty pleads. 

Take then my Shakospero to some sylran nook ; 
And pray thee, in the name of Days of old, 
Good-wUl and friendship, never bought or sold. 
Give me assurance thou wilt always look 
With kindness still on Spirits of humbler mould ; 
Kept firm by resting on that wondrona book, 
Wherein the Dreara of Life is all nnroUed, 
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Phone on my bed, I send these lines to tlico, 

Hieros 1 Strange dreama of days gone by 

Hauut 'round my brain : Deliglits, and Pains, and Scenea 
Peopled with pleasant shapes (now lost !) like ghosts 
Across some crystal mirror, come and go ; 

1 helpless ! These give leisiire to my days. 

And nights, (which are not all iuYolved and dai'li) : 
And so I pui-pose to redeem my pledge, 
And tell thee, briefly, my poor history. 

Priend, — for thou art my friend, altho' we two 
Have ^od our different roads, from life to death : 
Thou thro' the holy pastures, where the sheep, 
Guided by croaiered shepherds, feed at ease. 
And drink the heavenly waters, and sleep safe ; 
I through the tangled wastes and briery depths. 
Struggling, heart-sore, have found my way — by night ! 
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EPISTLR FKOM AN OBSCUEE PHILOSOPHEE. 

Well, — Thou liaat often called me, I confess. 

And told me of thy pleasant paths on higii, 

Beckoning me upwards. I would go my way ; 

Por I believed my road led upwards too, 

And had its verdant noola, and daisied spots 

Pearling tKe meadows, somewhere,^afai' off! 

So I wora onwards. I was near the goal, 

Felt the fresh air, and saw the sunny steeps, 

When suddenly came — Death ! Then, Hope "being lied, 

I sank and strove no more. 

Tet have I liad 
Delight in labour, as thou hadst in ease. 
'Twas pleasant to endure, and know that I 
Must conquer in the end. 'Twas pleasant, too, 
To free my thoughts from parsimonious tasks. 
And bid them seek the liberal air, and fly 
(The larfes !) up to the suu. They brought me down 
"Wealth that you care not for, perhaps despise ; 
Sidereau music from the Pleiades ; 
Vast truths which soaring Science never readied ; 
Dim iutimationa from majestic Souls 
Who died long since, and fled, we Imow not where, 
Ajid messages from all the Orbs of Heaven. 

Had I but studied all my father taught, 

I should have mastered every science ; plunged 

Deep in geometry and numbers ; piled 



,yGoo»:^lc 



EPISTLE MOM AN OBSC0EB PHILOSOFHBK. 

MiilioE on millioii ; bale on bale ; until 

My iron rooms and b^s had burst witb gold. 

He bad a lust for gold, such as we see 

For travel, where men leave their Mends and homes, 

And seek for unltnovm seas and desert sands. 

But from my mother's lessons roses sprang ; 

Poured out their fragrance : lilies opened wide 

Their breasts all dropt with gold : the wiuds, unsought, 

&ase out fiae meanings in each murmuring sound ; 

And those star-eyes, that Jill the face of Night, 

Shed on me all their mystic iufluonce. 

Thus <lowercd, 1 loft the world to dig for gold, 

Waste its worn youth, and write, with wrinkled brow. 

Its sordid history ; whilst I, emerging 

Into the unpeopled air, where freedom was. 

From my pui-e height saw aU that Kature hoards 

In silence for her faithful worshippers. 

And what I sought I sought with all my soul ; 

I"or to do less is to ensure a loss; 

As ho who lazily seeks, by some rope's length. 

The dizzy height, and half-way loses hold, 

Falls down destroyed, because his heai-t is weak. 

I suffered ? — I rejoiced ! as few have done. 

In aU the great extremes of happiness ; 

Nay, all those notes and shades of difference 

That lie between the two points of escess, 

Have each an individual self distinct 
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EPiSTLB FROM AH OBSOUEE I'HILOSOPHEE. 

Pregnant with plcasm-e. Do you ihiuk I stood 

Half-struck to marble, by those faultless forms 

Dug out of Eoman eartb, without a pang 

Of wonderful delight ? I entered, wrapt, 

Into the circle of Art ; beheld (dismayed 

By power) each one of Titian's master-works ; 

And rare Giorgione'a sunset pastoral scenes, 

Gleaming with gold ; the peerless perfect grace 

That streams suffused thro' heayenly Eaffaelle's forms, — 

Child, rirgioj matron, man, all near divine, 

Half-earth, half-heaven ; and last, those massive shapes 

Which sprang from Michael's brain, and took their stand 

Predominant, triumphant through all time ; 

"Whereat still youthful painters gaae with pride, 

To think that Art hath done so much for men. 

Leaving awhile these rainbow- coloured paths, 
I wandered through the flowery vales of sound, 
Where Mozart wove, by night, his musk-rose airs -, 
And thro' harmonious tunis and labyrinths. 
Where Handel once (with Galatea) strayed, 
And Purcell, when be linked bis soul to song. 
From every grace I caught new light, new strength : 
IV)m radiant Art I rose to Poesy, 
Which spread its wings across the warring heavens, 
When be who sang the strife was old and blind; 
With Poesy, who upheld the Horentine, 
When on his downward path he moved amazed ; 



,yGoo»:^lc 



EPISTLB FROM AN OBSCURE PHILOSOPIIEE. 

And wlio — -whoii Nature bared her lireast, and fcd 
llor woncli'ous Ayoii child, and iji his ear 
Poured all her secreta — bore liiin upwards, till 
He touched the eternal stars, and seemed to die ! 

At last, to Wntiire's self I turned, and. rend 

Jnfiiiito marvels iu her daily page. 

I and all things on whom sweet life descends 

Had intercourse. The insect thai doth hold 

His court upon a leaf, and dying yields 

His generations to the sheltering grass, 

"Was my companion. In those A.pril days, 

Ere the rose opens, and when meadows bum 

With flowers all coloured like the mornir^ beams, 

And every point, thro' winter months left bare, 

Pours out its buds, I made me friends, and grew 

Familiar with the worm, and with the bird 

That breeds its young within the guardian thorn. 

— I tell these things, that thou mayst Itnow there live. 

Beyond the piilpit's velvet, and beyond 

Thy lordly abbey, filled with meats and wines, 

Things that belong to God ; who sends their hearts 

Upwards in fine melodious gratitude. 

Leaving sweet lessons for poor men like me, 

And some that even thou mightst deign to teach. 

Something thou know'st, past knowledge, pist all fonns, 

Dwells in the living breast : For with the £,1 It 

Of life is given the priceless dream of love, 

345 Yr 
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EPISTLE FROM AN OBSOURE PHILOSOPHER. 

And gratitude, -which pays to Grod who gives 

TiiauliH beyond prayer. We, poor petitioners, 

Too often content to aak, forget to pay 

The deht we owe for good. Pardon ws, Tlion ! 

Infinite, Grand, Supreme Intelligence ! 

Teach us the lessons man was born to leai'u ; 

Lead xis to loftier thoughts, to sunnier creeds ; 

For in the misty years of happiness. 

Our hearts eshtJe with tenderest thouglits, which soar 

Like dew from off tho gi-ouud, and hallow us. 

In the low hedge, hard by the open wQds, 

The linnet builds her home ; and iu the roofs 

Of populoua towns the poor house-sparrow breeds : 

Ear from each other born, yet both alike 

Become, by gentle usage, friends to those 

Who seek and give them food and cherish them. 

See where, aloft, upon the towering pine. 

Broods the sea-eagle, and from year to year 

Comes back unto her home of sedge and reeds. 

And branches, interlaced with artist aldll ; 

Aud hunts the seas by night, defends her young. 

And, in all perils and all needs of life. 

Shows strength beyond the strength of peasant minds. 

In watchfulness, fidelity (beyond 

Bribe or alarm), the household dog stands fli-m 

Iu danger, when the faithless seiTant flics. 

Wondei-ful Imowledgo, never learned from books ! 
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EPISTLE FROM AN OJ^COMS PHILOSOPHBE. 

'Wonderful knowledge, from wliidi man may leai'ii 

That lie transcends not yet the hird or bmte 

Id al! things, — goodness, wisdom, gratitude. 

Divineat Instinct, like tlie sun in ajr. 

Thou reiga'st \mti!.own ! — Uninowu ? Yet, as we talk, 

The indefatigable Euture comes. 

Minute by minute, years by countless years ; 

These as tliey come, tliese legions, range about 

The silent form of the Eternal Past, 

Bach with its scroll, from which all men may read. 

My soul was calm ; proud, haply, as I marked 

Some finer lines, and truths half-hid that 'scape 

The idler on the greensward ; and when Time 

Led me to grander truths, and I beheld 

Wbat seemed the confluence of the stars, take shapes, 

Grrow into worlds, saw world encircling world. 

Borne through their orbita by diriner powers. 

And laws, that far out-run the thoughts of men. 

Leaving the ground, my thoughts advanced, and took 

Theii' station near the sky, where angels dwell. : 

Thence — from this azure summit, built of air, 

Descended suddenly an airier shape, 

Swift as a sunbeam, tinged by hwes of love. 

Eyes that outshone the stars, and seemed to pierco 

Beyond tlie secrete of remotest Time, 

Looked down upon me, — tne ! Their luminous depths, — 

Their grand sweet Silence, that surpassed all sound, 



,yGoo»:^lc 



EPISTLE PROM AN OBSCURE PlfllCeOPHER. 

Held me like iron. I looltcd np, and wept, — 
Wept, till 6oft words, tubbling tliroiigli rosea, rose 
Prom iuiicr fountains where the Soul abides, 
And showered celestial balm. She stood disclosed, 
A perfect soul within a perfect form ; 
TTnparalleled, intelligent, divine. 
Dreams of some inner Heaven tlien tooli my soul 
Captive, and flushed the thrilling nerres with joy, 
CommiDgliug with my sleep and blessing it ; 
And, when she warmed with love, my eyes nmaned 
Met thrice the wonders I before had seeu: 
I drank in fragrance thousand times moro sweet 
Thau ever lay upon the hyacinth's lip : 
Music I heard, sphere-tiiuecl, liarmonioue, 
EaTiBhing earth and sky : Swanns of deliglit 
Encompassed me, until my soul o'erwhelmed 
Sauk in the conflict ; and I theu poured forth 
My heart in numbers, such na lovers use : — - 

O perfect Love, sofb Joy, imtinged with pain! 

Sky, Icept cloudless by the sighs of Spring ! 
Bird, that bear'st sweet sounds tliro' mm and rain, 

&ive thy heart way, and sing ! 

Loolc down, dear Love, as H^eavon looks down on cart) 
Be near me, round me, like the ejifoldiog air ! 

Impai't some beauty from thy beauteous worth ; 
Or be thyself less fair. 
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EPISTLE FROM AN OLSCUEE PHILOSOPHER. 

As the hat't paiiteth for tlie water brooks ; 

As the dove mourneth in tlie lone pinc-trcc ; 
So, left unsnaned hy thy cnre-ch arming looks, 

I pant, I nioiim for thee ! 

^Slie came nnto my homo ; and with her came 

lufinite love ; content ; divine repose. 

Life rose ahove its height ; and we beheld 

Beauty in all things, everywhere dehght ! 

The Sun that dwelt in onr own hearts shed forth 

Its beams npon the world, and brightened it ; 

And from tliat brightness, as the ground takes back 

The dews it gently lends, we gathered light 

That led us thro' the dim sweet paths of life. 

Until our hearts bloomed forth in happuiess. 

— A home we had, not distant, yet removed 

Somewhat aside from the laborious town. 

Where friends (a few) would come when Spring liad touthad 

The sward with daisies. In our garden rose 

Imperial cedars, underneath whose shade 

We shunned the summer heat, and heai'd content 

The little brook which I'au and talked below. 

Here 'twas at eve, we lingered, and saw rise 

Those golden-crowned daughters of the Night, 

Who, when the sun is slumbering, take their place 

And watch the world till mom, with sleepless eyes, 

Behind us, in the distance, hills aspired 

To mountains, on whose brows the early snow 
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EPISTLE FROM AN OBSOTJRE PHILOSOPHEE. 

Came and dwelt long ; too far for cold ; bo near 
"We counted all the purple streaks tliat hnng 
O'er every itiJEty Talley. Oh how bright, 
How filled with joy was all we loolted upon ! 
Why should it end ? , . . 

... It ended. I ani here 
Stripped of my wealth ; alone. I am not shut 
Out &om the world lite one that has no place, 
But wander uncoropanioned on my way. 
Smit by a terrible doom, I yet look back 
On things that charmed me once ; that soothe me niow. 
The Day has faded ; Erening still remains, 
Whei-ein some deeds of good may yet be done. 
I am not what I was :■ — that cannot be. 
I could have lived without so fair a thing 
To breathe beside me : But she came, and brought 
That air which now is life : "Without tlmt air 
I cannot live 1 I am a denizen 
And dweller on an orb unknown before ; 
But now my natural soil ; my only earth. 
Ah ! whilst I stood and gazed, out of the grass. 
Out of the very flowers the serpe]it rose, 
And in his labyrinthine sinewy coil 

Strangled my earthly bliss ! 

But I forget. 
A cloud came o'er me : It has passed away. 
There is a Morning somewhere : Somewhere still 
The Sun ascends his pathway as of old, 
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EPISTLE EUOM AN OBSCURE PHILOSOPHEE. 

And light, and warmtli, and heauty breathe again. 

There will I go, shonld pain once leave me free : 

If not, and I nmst close my journey here, 

Content at last I rest. No criiel creed 

Haa hade me fire the martyr's blazing pile : 

I have not trampled on the poor ; noi- made 

My friend a footstool for myself to rise : 

No outrage of another's tender thoughts, 

No bland deceit that leads ^'eak souls astray. 

Was mine. My hours passed onwards without harm. 

A. few have bent the knee and deemed me kind ; 

I followed but my nature ; nothing more. 

Perhaps 'twas this which forced my bosom heave 

"With gratitude to God for all he gave ; 

That thrnst my hand out tow'rds my fellow meii. 

And proifer comfort. 

Wliat is done is done ! 
And what is leJl ? 'Uhe Past, — the grave wise Past ! 
Of tliat i write— tliese few last words— to Uice. 
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Still axe you here, a poisoiioiie life 

Outbreafching ? 
Still are you baada of deadly strife 

Enwreathiug P 

Tour friends, are they now foes ? grown old 

And stronger ? 
Your gold, is that all spent ? Tour gold 

No longer ? 

Yoiir thoughts that were ai> low, so blanched 

By caro, 
Are they now buoyant, roseliko, lannclied 

In air ? 

No ! On yonr shoulder still tliat frealf 

Ofbii-th, 
(The hump), still reigns, and bids you secli 

The earth. 
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TriTil VICTOli, 

No ! You help iioJie, please none ; nor love, 

Nor give: 
How is it", O slave, you dare to move ? 

To Jive P 

Vile Shame ! usurping still in space 

A part, 
Wliicli else might own some earthly grace ; 

—Depart I 

Thou, who ne'er earu'dst beneath Heaven's dome 

A friend, 
].nto the black abyss, thy liome, 

Descend ! 



TR-R VICTOR. 

IIb is dead, — whom I trusted and loved 

In my innocent youth ; 
Gave my heart to, — in times when I knew not 

A lie from a truth. 
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THE VICTOR. 

I gave him my all ; tlie things hid 

111 the cells of my heart ; 
My wealth : would you know what he did 

I"or my good, ou his part ? 

He rohbed me ; — he might have had all ; 

Ho smote me, — in vain ; 
I arose from the shock of my fall, 

From the depths of my pain ; 

And I cried — " Toll have wronged me :^My life, 

Love, and frieudship I gave. 
When you trembled and shrielted in tlio strife, 

I was near you, to save. 

But you atole from my arms the one priv.o 

(Of my soul) that I won ; 
ITou ravished the light fix)m my eyes, 

The warmti from my sun : 

So I slew you. In open mid-day. 

We met, on the shore, 
Where we met when our spirits were gay. 

And all life was before. 

I slew you^iii cpeu fair fight ; 

I dove thro' tho brain 
That so long had bewildered my sight ; 

That had stung me to pain. 
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THE KING IS DEAD. 

I saw you, atill firm in my wrath, 

EaJl dead on the sand ; 
Aud the last hloody (white and red) frolh 

Bubbled warm on ray hand, 

A.nd now ? do you aleep ? Ave you yot 

In the pangs of your guilt ? 
For mc, I liave found no regret 

For the blood I have spilt. 

I enjoy, on tlie sands wliei-e we fought, 

The fresh songs of the sea ; 
Ajid I laugh, that my heart feeletli nouglit 

Of poor pity for tliee." 



THE KING- IS DEAD. 



Sound the great hell ! 

The King of all the land is cold and dead ; 

He whom ye It new so well — 

Know he hath nought whereon to rest his head. 

Now, but the barest stone. 

Whereon te lies alone, 

Far from all help ; life, love, and friendship — lied ! 
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THE KlNti IS DEAU, 

Sonnd the great bell ! 

He wliom ye knew in all his radiant powei', 

the wonder and the pageant of an hour, 

Has bade the world farewell ; 

Let slip Ms scoptre, doffed his crimson state ; 

And they, who at his plei^ure iiscd to wait, 

Carp at hia deeds, and tell 

The wrongs he did to all,- — his qneeuly mate. 

Friends, foes, to Trnth, to rank, and every ghost of state. 



Some future day, not far. 

They'll build a column on the mountain near ; 

And, in some pander rhyme, 

Shape out historian lies for aftertime. 

Meanwhile, enlightened hy a steadiast star, 

I will set down. 

In words that may be read by rich and poor, 

By all who did his iron rule endure. 

The truth (for once) of one who wore a crown. 
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I'O A MYTH. 

JinjOB of words without a meaning ; 
Artiter 'tween black and white ; 
Fusing all the shades of difference 
Into day or into night. 

Cunning, cheating, grim magician ; 
Plunderer both of age and youth ; 
Slave of forma and senseless customs ; 
Laugher at the light of truth. 

Has my life, then, all been wasted, 
Threading thy bewildering ways ? 
Have I lost the hopeful morning ? 
Spoiled the evening of my days ? 

Down, thou Slia|)H of hair and ermine 
Qiiifc thy high disgraced place. 
Down, and meet thy nobler brother, 
Simple Justice, face to face. 
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See, witli wliat a brightening uspect, 
Ke divides the right from wrong ; 
Mark, how swift his sentence follows ; 
Mark, how all content the throng. 

But ThoK — swollen and paltry tignre, 
Blown with vanity, stuffed with straw. 
Bander now, and now a Tyrant, 
Dar'st thoti call thyself—" The Law ? " 

Where is all the heaped confusion, 
Whereat shrinking Truth repines ? 
Wordy nonsense ? leagues of 
With their sixes turned to nines ? 



Where the ruinous, rascal pleadings. 
Drenched with spite, and lies, and ire ? 
Twaddling trash, delays, devices P 
— Quick, let's heap the funeral pyre ! 

Quiclt ! Send here the fusty parchments, 
Smeared and spoiled a million ways ; 
All the senseless, worthless rubbish. 

Now then, — set them all ablaze ! 
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YANITT FAIlf. 

Wno'iL sell roe a dnim or a trumpet r 
Wlio'll buy ? — liere are colours, si pair. 
Here's drink for all those who'll bo soldiers, 
(And a shilling) at Vanity Fair. 
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VANITY PAIR. 

Here's a glass for an eye that don't need it ; 
A mask for a face that can stare ; 
And a pkce in a Eailway Direction, 
(And ao much a^-year, you may sweat'). 

Here's a virgin, rich, frightful, and iifty ; 
Here's a lord, with his pockets all barti, 
(A young giant,) — if only he's thrifty. 
He's sure of a sale at the fair. 

Will you sell me soma health, you physician 9 
You, sir, with your head full of hair, 
(Not your own) will you puzzle the plaintiff. 
And set rigJit my wrongs, at the fair ? 

Here's a place for Sir Jeremy's cousin ; 
He swore (as you know he can swear) 
That my enemies hrihed right and left, when 
I came in a memler for — where ? 

Here's my lady's own maid :— Is it ready. 
The pension, rewarding her care ? 
All secrets she knows, and is steady ; 
And is dumb — on a certain affair. 

O father, why droopeth your daughter, 
So young, yet so faded by care ? 
" She is come to be sold, my fine fellow, 
Draw near ! she's the prize of the fair." 
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VAKITY FAIE. 

And she, neittor bashful nor forward, 
With something of ton in her air ? 

widow, unbosom your beauty ; 

1 would tender soft words, did I dare ; 

But I dare not ; — and so, as the daylight 

la fading to eve, it is time 

To cease, and he thinking of dinner, 

And to change both our dress and tlic rhym 



Come, good iriends, take what's before yoii ; 
Meat and driuk, and welcome warm; 
Here's a health to them that bore yon. 
And a curse for him thai means yon harm. 

Deeply dive into your pockets ; 
Count no silver, spare no gold ; 
Here ia all the world of wonders. 
Each thing to be bought and sold. 

Friendship — who wUl bid for friendship ? 
Honour — look, it may be bought ; 
Love^a rare and curious specimen, 
Pound where it was never sougiit. 
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JACK TDRPIN. 

But no need to show eaeli article. 
Here's a figure for your groiiuds ! 
Spirit show, if you've a particle : 
SliaJl I say " a thousand pounds f " 

Look! SlieliTGs. AVbohids? Wliat beauty ! 
Mark the outline of her form ! 
OomB, sirs, you Lave each a duty 
Towards your country to perform. 

Thank yon, air, — ten thousund — twenty — 
Thirty— fifty— a hundred ! There, 
Gone ! — "Where shall the lot be sent t' you ? 
'Tia the prize, sir, of the fair! 



JACK TTJEPIN. 

Jack Turpib, I have known yon long : 
My aerving man were you, of yore. 
When I was young and you were strong : 
But Age is knocking at your door. 
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JACK Tuapm. 

Aiid now your atanks are shrunk and thin ; 
And Time has forced your Iianda to shake; 
(Or cau 'fc be — ^beer relieved hj gin, 
Which, "for a cold," you used to talieP) 

Once you were villein, I the Imight : 
I paid you with some pence or pounds ; 
You served me, fairly whilst in sight ; 
Not well when you were " out of boimds." 

Dwarfed, dogged, boastful, drunken, shrewd, 
A mute by day, by night a sot. 
How often would you come, imbrued 
"With drink, and do — you knew not what. 

Tou bladted my shoes, you brushed my coat, 
"When sohep, duly every mora ; 
But oft I heard your quavering note ; 
And when I lashed you with my scorn, 

Tou shrank, resented, blushed with ire, 
Would mostly argue, always lied. 
Such lies as gin and beer inspire 
Tou uttered with a proper pride. 



bragging knave ! Thou hadst a head 
Was round, and like a cannon-ball. 
And some limp hairs above it spread ; 
And eyes that pierced one like an awl ; 
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JACK TCEPIN. 

So firm, so daring was your look, " 
So unabashed by all reproof; 
I read you, as one reads a book, 
Por knowledge, and my own belioof. 

Tlie glittering cunning in those eyes. 
The oily, thick, slow, struggling word, 
Tlie helpless amilej the frown so wise. 
All these I daily saw and heard, 

How the grand funeral filled your head ; 
How well you woTe the weaver's knot ; 
What projects rose, and failed, and fied ; 
My worls, meanwhile, being all forgot ! 

Tcfc, Jack ! J. woidd 1 saw you here : 
I think that I should hire you stiU ; 
And you at night might have your beer. 
And, sometimes, even by day, your will. 

I'or you were honest ; dextrous too, 
After a fashion ; and I think 
I might, in time, prevail on you 
To— yes, perhaps — abstain from dnnk. 

And then, I think some faults wore mine 
That I in angry words was froe. 
Impatient, — loved my cup of wine. 
Was idle, obstinate, — like thee. 
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Ho, let's oast up the long account, 

And afcrilte the balance. Does it lie 

This way ? or that ? — Come, tell th' amount ! 

Alas ! you know no more than I. 

That double entry, strict and jnean. 
Jack Turpin, let him keep who can ; 
I cannot ; nor have I ever seen 
One fair account 'tweon man and man. 



Ton left me : I left yon: (trampled down). 
Were we not wrenched, we two, apart. 
When your father's rage and your mother's frown 
Sent a sting and a spasm to either heart ? 

Ton married, to pamper a father's pride ; 

I sank to the furrow and ploughed the soil : 

Ton were slandered and praised thro' the country wide ; 

I, quietly scorned, was forced to toil. 
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OLD LOVE. 

You floated, a cork on tlio topmost wave ; 

1 fell, a stone on tlie rocks below : 

Ton were driven about, too near your grave, 

"Wliile I heard from my eiivern tbe tempests blow. 

But tbe tempest fell. It Iiaa left you— lifo : 
It haa &eed you at last from a master atom. 
No need to re-plunge in the stormy strife. 
Or again the hard lesson of life to learn. 

I am hero who have loved yon for twenty years. 
Yon are poor : I am wealthy — in gold and land ; 
You have suffered your sorrow ; I had my tears : 
Peace eometh. I offer my horny hand. 

My heart, and my fortune ; all that's mine ! 
Life still has its evening ; — but I have done : 
If you love me, it is but to make a sign : 
If not, — ah ! you tremble, and— yoM malce none ! 

No sign, — ^but a smile, like the spasm that ran 
Thro' my bosom, now stingeth my heart with pain ; 
'Tia a pang ! — but I rise up a wiser man. 
And I turn to my brother, the plough, again. 
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A COMPLATK-T. 

The clouds are heavy : the night is flowing 
Dusliily over the Eastern slty ; 
Eains are falling ; winds are moaning ; 
The river is echoing sigh for sigh. 
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Upon its baiilia is a maiden plaining ; 

A tale she telleth of grief and wrong ; 

And she utters, to lighten her sad love-bnrthen, 

The words of a half-forgottea eong, 

" A false friend and a bitter foe 
Is Love to all who love helow : 
Ah ! what ia the use of om: snmmer dreaming, 
If life must evermore end in woe ? ' ' 

A single pause, and aside she turneth 

And sendcth a thought to her father dead ; 

To her cottage home where her mother moiu-neth ; 

A thought to her childhood hright and fled. 

Her voice it is sad and fnll of dread ! 

Hark ! — It thrills over the darkening water, 

Telling a tale of future slaughter, 

Lilce the ciy of the deer when the hound hatli caught her. 
" Lo\e I thou bitter foe 
To all who too much love below : 
Is death the end of our summer dreaming P 
And life is it evermore filled with woe ? " 
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A PETITION. 

You who dwell ia upper aii', 

YowDg and fair ! 

Here is one who lovcth ; take het ii> joiiv ciUL'. 

Beauty and the light of honour 

"Wears e!ie like a crown upoii Iier, 

Grace around her whitest neck ia hung ; 

Music, sadder now than came 

When seraphs touched lier lips with Ilamo, 

Sigheth from her tongue ; 

And her eyes that ouco were bright, 

Dazzling on the aching sight, 

Fading are, lilie summer evening fading into night. 

Many love her, but her bosom 
Warmcth unto one unknown ; 
Knows he what a wondrous treasure 
Back upon her heart is thrown ? 
Or the pain beyond a n 
Borne for him alone ? 
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A PBTtTION. 

Bid him come, wliero'or he linger ; 
Whisper in his charmed ear, 
What a sad sweet beauteoua singei" 
Liyeth,^ — ^dieth for him here. 

Yon who dwell in upper air, 

Pair and young, bright as fair. 

Star-like,— lamp-like hung on high, 

Angel stars that never die ! 

Disappearing, but returning. 

In your constant season burning ; 

In the sightless other hung, 

Like to random jewels flung 

On the forehead of the sky ; 

Look on her with all your brightness, 

Bid her heart resume its lightness ; 

Tell her there arc hopes aboTo her. 

Tell her of a world to love her. 

Bind the sweet wreath Hope, that hath no thorn, around 

her; 
So may joys arise 
And light her happy eyes, 
TiU Love hath kissed the bride, and orange blooms have 
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In oiir youth we !eam ; in our manhood act. 

What more ? Alaa, what more 

la in all Life, Fiction, Tact, 

Than to see and heaj?, toil and strive to soar. 

For evermore ! 
What doth Life contain ? what doth bind ns liore. 

In its thorny round ? 
Is it Hope, — that fadeth ? Is it wizard Eear 
That enchains our spirits with its whispered soimd ? 

In what cavern drear 

Are Life's pleasures found, 

When— strewn like leaves around — 

Thousands pine and sigh 

For a home on high. 
Some for gentle rest, beneath tlie daisied ground i 
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A WORD ON BEHALF OE WATEE. 



The murmuring Water, — how it runs 
Its seaward courae, how pure and clear, 
Past all the snows and all the suns 
That lie within the Julian year. 

Not dangerous, like the fiery wines ; 
Kot turbid, like the drunken heer ; 
It lends its aid to all, and shines. 
The glory of the Julian year. 

Once, in my careless, thoughtless youth, 
I sang of riotous vinous cheer ; 
But now I turn to simple Truth, 
Taught — by two Julian stars — to steer. 

By Julian stars I see the right; 
By Julian stare I see the wrong. 
And Julia, by her gentle might. 
Now turns my humble prose — to song. 
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ON TOEIGK, 



A LITTLE life has ended ! 

Our eyes to look, for one who w 
A favourite with ue all. 
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ON YOBICIC, A LITTLE SPAHIEL, 

We miaa hia eager roovemeuts, 

His eyea of tender light. 

There's aomething wanting to tlie Day, 

Ancl something to the Night. 

Sis years we loved and cherished him, 
, Six years he was our Mend ; 
And we tried to make his little life 
"Run smoothly to the end, 

A great and terrible Power 
Came down and checked hia breath ; 
It comes to Sages, Heroea, Kings, 
And then wo call it "Death." 

It came without sound or warning. 
A single, feeble cry 
Told that the Shadow fell on him, 
And time was come— to die ! 

For men unloved and meaner things 
Let false vadn boastings be ; 
This verae, my Torick, ahall remain 
(An epitaph) for thee ! 
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THE FISHEE'S WIFE. 

The clouds are heavy and dart, 
The winds are abroad at aea, 
Ajid the thunder cornea :— his miaute-g 
Do they sound an alarm for me ? 
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THE FISHEE'S WIFE. 

'L'iioy say tliat the waves are etill. 
Are aa calm as calm can be; 
But I hear a shriek, as the waters breali : 
My God ! does he die for me ? 

Oh, why would he leave us all. 

And venture on such a sea ! 

It was still at home, but the boiling loam 

Called out from afar, to me. 

Wo have stairved our whole life long : 
Why not bear a little more ? 
'Twas better than send our one last I'rioiid 
To die on the stormy shore. 

If ever he come again. 
Once safe from the murderous sea, 
I will toil for aye, both niglit and day. 
So he never need toil for me. 

My bairns, they are clinging aaxiund : 
They shout : Is it death they see ? 
What is it they mark iu the coming dark ? 
I tremble — oh, Life! 'tis He. 
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" Teui me what liath bound thee 

To a life of pain ; 

Lovers all surround thee 

With an amorous ehaiQ : 

"Why doat thou refuse ? Wliy dost Lhou coiuijlain ? 

Knigbts aud nobles sue thee 

To become a bride ; 

Wealth and power woo thee 

To their goldon aide ; 

Why dost thou refuse ? from modesty ? from pride ? " 

" I am Booking treasures 

Such as augels gaia,— 

Pure untainted pleasures, 

Thro' the world, iu vain: 

So I still refuse,— so I still complain." 
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SI8TEES OP MUSIC. 

"Who sings?" said the Spirit of Music, 

And smiled on Iier peers : 
"Sweet Sorrow, sing TKon!" Sorrow answered, 

"I cannot — for tears." 

" Brigiit B^ope, give a tongue to tlie poems 

I read in thine eyes." 
Hope answered — " My thoughts ai'o all clouded, 

And loefc in the sides." 

" Then Jo^, put thy mouth to the bugle ! 

A uote, for my saJto." 
Calm creature, she sleeps in the sunshine. 

And will not awake. 

But hush! a soft sound stealetH onwards, 

Like the flight of a dove ; 
Ah, I ibid that the Song that is sweetest 

Cornea ever from Zove. 
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'THE SPOT 01' GEEEjN. 



WnEN the winter bloweth loud, 
And tlie earth is in a shrond, 
Bitter rain and blinding snow 
Dimming every dream below ; 

Cheerily! cheerily! 
Tliero is ever a spot of green, 
Whence the Heavens may be seen. 
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riilSON POETET. 

When our purse is sliriuldng fast. 
And our friend is lost (the last !), 
And the world doth pour ita paiu 
Shairper than the frozen rain ; 

Cheerily! cheerily! 
Tliere is still a spot of green, 
Whence the Heavens may he seen. 

Let us never greet despair, 
While tlie little spot ia there : 
!For WiIlt^^^ hrighteneth into May, 
And sullen Night to sunny Day ; 

So cheerily, cheerily ! 
Let ua seek the spot of green, 
Hopeful, patient, and serene, 
Whence the Heavens may bo seen. 



PKISON POETEY. 

Otbe the prison hara, 
Over the walls so high. 
Away, wnto the statPS, 
Flies the bird, Poesy ! 
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AFTEE DEATH. 

Mo power can drowu its notes ; 
Ko steel cam clip its ^¥i^]gs ; 
Beyond the mists it floats, 
And soars, and sings ; 

Free, Eia the air is clear 
li'rom bar, or bond, op eliain ; 
Its only prison liere 
In the Poet's brain ! 



AETBli DEATH. 

'Jeeab softly by this long, close- curtained room! 

Within, reposing on her stateliest bed, 

Lies one embowered in tlie velvet gloom ; 

A creature, — dead : 

Lately how lovely, how beloved, how young ! 

Around ier beauteous mouth, eweet eyes, and golden bair, 

(Making the fair tliriee fair,) 

A poet's first and tenderest verse was fluug. 

Now she lies ghastly pale, stone-cold, quite liid 

From balmy April and the fragrant air, 

TJpon the dark, green, sOlsen coverlid ; 
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Her limbs kid out to suit the coAIe's sliapc ; 
Her palms upon licr breast,— 
At rest ! 

Wbat cries escape,—— 

What sounds come moaning from tbe cliambor nciir F 

Small voices as of cbildrou smite tbe ear 

"Witb pity ; and grave notes of deeper grief ; 

And sobs, that bring relief 

To hearts which else migbt breaJt with too muck woe,- 

"With thoughts of long ago, 

Loss of all earthly joy, and sweet Love's overthrow ! 



PoTEBTT ! Poverty ! 

Children aU of Poverty ! 

Thou who tak'sfc thy humble stand 

Trading in the public way ! 

Thou, with needle in thy hand, 

Toiling from the birth of morning 

Till the death of day ! 

Thou who labourest in the harvest 

For the wealthy farmer's gain ! 
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Thoii whose pen must run for ever, 
(Ever in a merry vein,) 
Thorough days and nights of pain ! 
Thou ■whom Hnngor's talons clutch, 
Or Palsy smiteth with Iier crutch ! 
Thou who seek'efc the 'Spital'e bed, 
Stumbling o'er the quiet and dead ! 
Beggar of the sightless eye, 
Martyr of the wind and storm, 
Brother of each passer-by, 
Who doth hare his slipuulcen form 
To the Winter's cruelty ! 
Thou,— whate'ei- thy eliape or feature, 
Or thy name unknown, or nature, 
Natural child of Poverty ! 
Know — that there are they who give 
Their pity to all things that liyo. 
And suffer ; that in every heart 
There is still a better pait ; 
That at last the winter yieldoth. 
And the ice is conquered, — won 
By the glory of the Svm ; 
That the evil of the earth 
Dieth in a nobler birth ; 
That all sorrow and all pain 
Are but travelling shadows vain, 
Fading in the mists of Time, 
Lilie the poet's passing rhyme ! 
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THE ALL-8IJPPICIENT. 

XOTT love tlie dark and I the fair. 

You worship her, so dark and tall ; 

I lo¥e (how much I lovo) the sinail, 

When all the shapely points are there, 

Itotmd and smooth, (kind Nature's care,) 

And a walk that's like the waring air, 

Or golden com when iirinda are tlowiug. 

And a voice like waters flowing ; 

An eye-— what heed of blue or groy, 

Or hazle, so all acorn's away, 

And there's just a touch 'tween sad aud ga 

Let the mouth be— Oh, a mouth 

Such as when a rose looks South, 

Gathering silver drops that fall 

From the clouds, that over all 

Swim, as swans swim in a lake, 

With a glory in their wake. 

You lovo ; I love ; then, what heed ? — 
If we love, and love indeed, 
Nothing else, friend, do wo need. 
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EVEB'ING- 80K&, 



Whisper low, whisper low ! 
Lovers now should come and g 
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EVEKIKG SOKG, 

"When the Evening star is nearest 
Comes tbe kiss tliat'a last and doLirest : 
Hush ! The OTer-jealous moon 
"Will o'ertal:e us soon. 

AYhisper soft, whisper soft ! 
Like the air that stirs aloft, 
let tliy murmuring softer be 
Than the sighing of the tree. 
Lovers now should come and go, 
Gfcntlier than the water's flow. 

Farewell ! Fiirewell ! 
They who kiss must never tell. 
In thine eyes I see a light 
Breaks the darkness of the night: 
Ah ! — my lip is nearest thine ; 
Uow is Life divine ! 
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THE PAST. 

MouKtT for tie Itose ! 

The Eose who left her vernaS liiilla mihlown ; 
And fronting all the winds with hosom liare, 
Was overthrown ! 

Mourn for the Past ! 

The Past that was so pleasant once, so hright ; 
The Dawn, the Noon, before we felt the Eve 
That brings the Night. 

The temple falls. 

And the bird bnildeth ia tlie ruined tower; 

And wo, who once were strong, are crumbling fast, 

Power by Power ! 

No Life, no Lovo 

Eestimes its morning: What is past is past! 
Ay even. Time, if Hebrew songs be true. 
Must die at last ! 
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VAGUE A¥ISIIES. 

I ASPIRE ! 

Unto that which, hath no shape ; 

Unto that which hath no sonnd ; 

High, — higher, — higher, 

I ascend ! I quit the groimd. 

The human earth where hearts abound ; 

Swifter than the Lightning's fire 

I aspire ! 

Past the high clouds floating 'round, 

Where the e^le is not found, 

Past the million- starry choir 

I aspire. 

Unto some sublime Desire ! 

"Wondrous Visions o'er me bend ! 
From tho love of worth and beauty, 
Erom the trust that marks a friend, 
To the highest heights of Duty 
I ascend ! 
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VAGUE WKHBa. 

Not for poor or aelfisli end, 

Poet's crowD, Pontiff's tiar, 

I aspire ! 

Through the mist of foul opiniona, 

Flaming passions, sensual mire, 

To the Mind'a serene dominions 

I aspire ! 

I aspire! 

Dread or doubt shall never haunt 

The music of my winged lyre ; 

Nothing shall ray Spirit daimt, 

Not th.e strength, not the ire, 

Not the diabolic vaunt 

0£ the Phantom vague and gaunt, 

"Who with eyes of fatal flre. 

And iis quiver of arrows dire, 

Scares the world : Death, avaunt ! 

Know that even beyond the strife 

Of Love and Hate, of Death and Life, 

Higher ever, — ever higher, 

I aspire I 
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LOVE I'Oil LOVE. 

Not because of Beauty, 

Or thy golden dower, 
Hast thou, Sweet one, over me 

Such aurpassiug power. 

Not thine eyea of April, 
Not thy rose-fed youth, 

Not thy gentle ways aud words 
Won tny love and truth. 

Not by all enchanted 

Do I bend the knee : 
Sweet Heart, I love thee — because 

Thou so lovest me. 
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THE PHILOSOPHER'S SOWG. 

Tbli me not that you forget 
All our pleasant summer seasou, 
"When we had no dun or debt, 
Wlien we loved without a reason ; 
When the sky waa sunny iDright, 
Music in the river flowing, 
And the heart was ever light, 
And the roses ever blowing. 

WJiy should chance, or otliera' will. 
Beggar-rags, or regal ermine. 
Ever shape our good or ill. 
Or our happy days determine ? 
We have hope within us, here, 
Deep -within the true heart's centre. 
Why should envj, why should fear. 
Why should poor ambition enter ? 

In his heart a man should reigu, 
King of aU that stirs withiu it : 
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Idle pleasure, idler pain, 

Should not have eommand a minute. 

Driak, then, to the days of old; 

Bo it wine, or sober water: 

Here's to thee, my friend of gold, 

Thee, and— Ah I thy peerleas daughter! 



LOVB-WED, 



"WiTniK the chambers of her breast 
Love lives and makes hia downy nest, 
Midst opening blooms and fragrant flowers, 
And there he dreams away the hours : — 
There let him rest! 

Sometime hence, when the cuckoo sings, 
I'll come by night and bind his wings, 
Bind him, that he shall not roam 
IVom his warm white virgin home. 

Maiden of the summer season. 
Angel of tho rosy time, 
Como ! unless some graver reason 
Bid thee scorn my rhyme ; 
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Come, from thy serener height; 
On a golden cloud descending, — 
Ooine, ere Love hath taken flight ! 
And let thy stay be like the light. 
When ita glory hath no ending 
Xn the Northern night ! 



HIilRMELlN. 



Oh, Love is a sweet-winged thief, 

Ilermelin ! 
Ho stcaleth the red from the rose's leaf. 

My Hermelin. 
He stealeth the light from tiie aKurc eye, 
The heart from the hosom, and then wo die. 

Gentle, gentle Hermelin. 

He seemed but a sweet- son led child, 

Hermelin ! 
And we trusted his smile and his eyos so mild, 

My Hermelin. 
And we moulded his words to a daily song ; 
We trusted, — and ah, we have suffered wrong, 

G-cntle, gentle Hermelin ! 
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So, bar out the sweet- winged thief, 

Hcrraelin ! 
Or joiir days will be darlt niid wild mid brief, 

My Hermelin : 
And your spirit wOl fade, and your tender eye 
Will vanish in tears, and— so you'll die, 

Gentle, gentle Ileriuelin ! 



Sick aan I, sweet love, to-day ; 
Weary, wandering have I been, 
Led astray by dreams and visions 
Thro' tile wild weird forest green. 

Let thy white hand fall on rae, 
Gently, like the alighting dove. 
Scarcely felt, yet bearing with it, 
Oh ! — a world of love ! 

Let thy smiles be mine, — and tears, 
And kisses, crimsoning like the West, 
When the sun and breeaes tremble 
In the r<Me'a breast. 
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PAST AND PRESENT. 

So shall I revive, — and siiig, 
As I sang wlieii young and free. 
All tlie tenderer notes dissolving 
111 a liymn to thee I 



TAST AND PKESENT. 

IIbaiits we had in our sunny youth, 

Steps as liglit as tke winds that flee ; 

She was fair as the angel Truth ; 

I — as fond as n boy could be. 
Ifow, 
Cloudy skies and the sullen showers 
Have dimmed the pleasurus that once were o 



I had hope like a thottglit in June, 
She had tears like an April rain ; 
When she spoke, 'twas a song in tune. 
When she Sighed, 'twas a I'ose in pain. 
.Jfow, 
Wintry winds and the atormy showers 
Have scattered the sweets from songs and flower; 
Come, let ns fly 
To a distant sky 
And dwell where the summer may still he ours. 
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A COMMON CHARACTER. 

I LOTE him, that man so true : 
Tou love this, — our friend so pleasant, 
With his cordons red and hlue. 
T'other? — 'Faith, he's but a peasant; 

Tet I love him. In his eyes 
Lying see I not, nor scorning, 
Bnt the lights within them rise, 
Clear, and like an April raoming : 

Not too warm ; nor yet too cold, 
For, with but a little pressing, 
He will show a heart of gold. 
Past all Oaliforniiin jessing. 

Look 1 all virtues in him found 
Pierce the outer surface glowJug, 
Truth, Love, Courage, Knowledge sound. 
And — a few errors, worth your knowing. 
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SONG VOR ALL SEASONS. 

When March tempests smito the pine, 
Straight I dreain of thee and thine. 
And Spring so soon to be : 
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SOHG FOR ALL SBASOHS. 

"Wlien the sweet bee, hour by liour, 
Rifles in the red-rose flower, 
Still I sigh for thee : 

For thy voic«, methioka, is ringing 
'Midst the little labourer's singing. 

Busy Insect -Song, 
Delving deep for honey treasure, 
Mating very toil a pleasure, 

Runs its life along. 

When the black wild Winter throws 
His icy gauntlet down, and blows 

Ilis trumpet to the Sea ; 
And the great Sea answers loud, 
From his throne amid the cloud, 
Still I think on thee. 

In the departing Summer's night. 
And when the swallow takes her flight 

Over laud and sea. 
And, in Autumn storms and thunders. 
Thro' the rain-dark misty wonders, 

T loolt out for theo. 

To every sound my Spirit wakes. 
From every hue a eolour takes. 
That brings me back to thee : 
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A QUSSTION ANSWERED. 

A.li ! when wilt thou, Bo deep in debt, 
Thy scorn, and power, and pride forget, 
And think, for once, of me ? 



A QUESTION ANSWEltED. 

" Why do yon love ? " 

" You ask me w 
'Tis for a loolt, a smile, a sigh ; 
A little loot that no one notes, 
A little sigh that hither floats, 
And alights npon a tender heart. 
Never felt I pang or smart 
From, that soft melodions thrilling, 
That 30 stealeth round and round 
My bosom; Not a single sound, 
Harsher than a wood-dove's billing. 
Wakes me from the dreams that creep 
Thorongh all my goideu sleep. 
Half asleep, half awake, 
In the slumberous joy I slake 
Thirst for knowledge, thirst for power ; 
Yielding, like a bending flower, 
To the influence of the hour. 
— "Wherefore ask me why I love V 
There are reasons here, — above 
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I'OllSAKE ME HOT. 

All your matbematic reckoning, 

Smiles and looks (I told you) beckoning 

Me from every old annoy, 

Into the summer land of joy. 

I leave behind the storm, the strife : 

I bear with me the ann of life : 

Imagination's wealth is mine : 

The human haa become divine : 

L bask upon a faery shore ; 

1 love ; I am happy. 'Well ! — wliat mort! \ 



FOKSAItE ME NOT. 

I'oitSAKE me not, forsake me not. 

When I am dead ! 

Leave me not, tho' life be fled, 

Eut tend me to the last : 

And tell me, when my love is shed. 

And my mom is overcast, 

Shall I be by all forgot, 

Like a flower whose stem is broken ? 

Ah, watch beside me, gentle maid. 

Let me not in earth be laid, 

TiU a token 

Be enwreathed around me, 
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PROM Tiili LAMP. 

!Biiidiiig me to those wlio stay 
Still boncatli the sunny day ; 
Like tlie love tliat boniid me 
To your heart, bo loug ago ; 
"When the phantom, Death, did call, 
Whispering from beneath his pall. 
With a voice 'tween joy and woe, 
Long ago ! long ago ! 



FEOM THE LAMP. 

Feed me with the fragrant oil, 
Lest I iade ; lest I die ! 
In my braiicn homo I toil 
I'rom the dusk till mora is nigh, 
Lighting thee upon thy way. 
So thou mayst not stop or stray. 
As thou travellest alone 
Through the starry lands unknown. 
Or in regions where the streams 
Of Poesy refine the brain 
With sweet thoughts nectarean. 
Often do I bring thee Dreams,— 
Eairy Fancies, that in hands 
Hither glide from haunted lands, 
Where, in deepest forest shade. 
Love is nearest Wisdom laid; 



,yGoo»:^lc 



TO THE LAMP. 

1, tliat, at the niidiiiglit drear 
Thou iiiayst in the silence hear, — 
Sounds of silver trumpets blown, 
Or the Viol's richest tone, 
Drawn to fine ecstatic length. 
By a master-arfcist's strength. 

As a grain, rofreslied in need, 
Eiseth from the buried seed 
Into Bweet requiting ilowers, 
Pleasant in the sultry hours ; 
iFood me now, and in return 
I will rise and I will bum. 
And will bear thee pleasant light 
Through the darkness of the night. 



TO THR LAMP- 

l.K my youth J fed thee 
AVith a leamfcd oil ; 
In my manhood bred thee 
To a life of toil. 

What has been thy glory, 
Under star or sun ? 
Tell me all thy story ; 
Al! that thou hast won. 



,yGoo»:^lc 



A FAKEWELL TO VERSE. 

Nothing !^ — Thou didst slumber 
Throngli the waatca of time, 
Or but help to cumber 

Leaves with idle rhyme. 

All our poet-treasure, 
Coiu by coin, is striuig. 
Let us part : — The measure 
Of the song ia sung! 



A FAIIEWELL TO VEUSE, 

SwEKT Muse ! my friend of many years, — Farewell ! 
Sweet Mistress, who did never do me wrong ; 
But still with me hast beea content to dwell 
Through summer days and winter evenings long ; 
Sweet Niirse, whose murmur soothed my soul, IFarewoll 1 
I part with thee at last, — and with thy song! 

Never again, unless some Spirit of might, 

That will not he denied, eonimand my pen, 

Never again shall I essay to write 

What thou (1. thought ! ) didst prompt : Never again 

Lose me in dreams until the morning light. 

Or soar with thee beyond the woiida of men. 
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